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To  the  very  much  Efteemed 

JOHN  T>RTT>EN,  Efqj 

^}r  ■  ^IS  pretended  by  every  one  that 
I  chufes  a  Patron,  that  either  the 
JL  Worth  or  good  Nature  of  the  Per^ 
fon  has  determiii'd  him  to  that  Choice  j  He 
profeffes  that  he  has  very  mean  Thoughts 
of  his  own  Performance,  and  fo  {lands  ia 
need  of  a  Protestor  :  He  begs  a  Name 
whofe  Luftre  might  fhed  fome  Reputation 
on  his  Work  ,  or  elfe  hath  been  oblig'd, 
and  bound  in  Gratitude  to  make  this  pu- 
blick  Acknowledgment  of  the  Goodnefs  of 
the  Man.  How  eminently  You,  Sir  ,  arc 
endow'd  with  the  firft  Qualification  of  a 
Patron  every  one  knows  too  well  to  need 
Information  J  and  where  can  this  Trifle  find 
a  Corner  that  hath  not  been  fiil'd  with  Mr. 
Dryden^s  Name?  'Tis  You,  Sir,  that  have 
advanc'dour  Dramatick  to  its  Height,  and 
fhow'd  that  Epick  Poetry  is  not  confin'd 
to  Italy  and  Greece :  That  You  are  honoured 
by  the  beft  >  and  envy*d  by  others ,  pro- 
claims Excellency  and  Worth ;  For  true 
Honour  is  built  only  upon  Perfedion :  And 
Envy,  as  it  is  as  fharp  fightedj  fo  't  is  as 
foaring  as  an  Eagle  5  and  who  ever  faw  it 
ftoop  at  a  Sparrow  or  a  Wren  ?  And  that 
Candor  and  Goodnefs  have  the  greateft 
*  2  Share 


The  E0U  Dedicatorj. 

Share  in  your  Compoficion,  I  dare  appeal 
to  every  one  whom  you  have  any  way  fa- 
voured with  your  Converfation ,  thefe  fo 
fill  your  Mind  ^  that  there  is  no  room  left 
for  Pride^  or  any  difobliging  Quality:  This 
appears  from  the  Encouragement  You  are 
ready  to  give  any  tolerable  Attempts  j  and 
reach  out  a  helping  Hand  to  all  thufe  who 
endeavour  to  climb  that  Height  where  You: 
are  already  featcd :  Ev'n  this  ows  its  Com- 
pletion cO  ihofe  Smiles  which  You  condef- 
cended  to  btftov/  upon  fome  Parrs  of  it> 
and  now  ventures  to  appear  a  Second  time, 
where  at  firfl:  it  found  a  favourable  Enter- 
tainment*  'Tis  Horace  ,  Sir  ,  whom  You 
have  thought  worthy  Your  Study  and  Imi- 
tarion ,  that  flies  to  You  for  Protection , 
and  perhaps  will  beg  it  againft  the  Injuries 
I  my  felf  have  donw^.  him.  You,  Sir,  are 
bell  acquainted  with  the  Difficulties  of  the 
Undertakirg,  can  moft  eafily  difcover >  and 
as  eafily  pardon  the  Defeds  of. 


S  I  Rj 

Oxon.  All  Souls 

Coll.  May  25 .       Tour  Mofi  Obliged ^ 
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Humble  Servant  9 
Thomas  Creech. 


PREFACE. 


QUintillian,  in  the  firfl  'EooJi  of  his  Inftitutions, 
injirjt&5  the  Tonng  Orator  what  to  read^  and  ^ 
^  after  Homer  and  Virgil  are  chiefly  commended 
to  his  Study ,  he  tells  hiyn ,  That  confiderahle 
Improvement  may  he  made  from  the  Lyrick  Voets ,  but 
there  is  great  Care  to  he  taken  in  the  Choice ,  fome  feleCi 
farts  only  out  of  each  Author  to  he  permitted  Touths :  And 
he  fays  particularly  of  Horace ,  That  he  wou'd  not  have  all 
in  him  Interpreted :  What  he  means  by  Interpretation ,  i* 
evident  to  every  one  that  unde-rfiands  the  Extent  of  the 
Wordy  and  the  Ancients  Method  of  InfiruBing;  and  wb^ 
this  Caution  is  rcjiraiu^d  to  the  Odes ,  arid  not  apply'd  t9 
the  Satyrs  as  well ,  fme  the  reafon  upon  which  he  fixes  i0 
ftems  common  to  both ,  mufi  be  taken  from  the  defgn  and 
fiibjea  Matter  of  the  Poems  ,•  to  defer ibe  and  reform  a  vi^ 
Ciom  Many  necejfarily  requires  fome  Eyprtffions  vahuh  an 
Ode  can  never  to  ant:  The  Faint  which  an  Artif}  nfes  mujl 
he  agreeable  to  the  Piece  which  he  defigns  -,  S-tyr  is  to  inf- 
trM6i ,  and  that  fuppofeth  a  Kj^rvledge  and  Difcovery  of  the 
Crime, while  Odes  are  made  only  to  delight  and pleafe y and 
therefore  every  thing  in  them  that  juflly  offends  is  unparde^ 
nahle.  In  our  Common  Schools  this  Rule  of  QLiintillian  // 
grievoufly  neglediedy  all  is  permitted  to  every  Eye  y  and 
laid  open  to  the  dul'.efi  fight  by  the  mofi  (hamcfnl  Notes  that 
tan  he  penned:  Tou  may  fee  a  Grammarian  with  a  demure 
Mouth  cry  vut ,  O  Foedum !  at  a  loofe  Exprejjion ,  and  yet 
jprefently  fill  a  Page  with  a  more  fulfom  Expiuation,  and 
the  deftgn  of  all  his  Pains  is  only  to  indulge  a  petulant  H»- 
*  3  moMYi 


PREFACE. 

motHf )  or  ajfiji  the  lax.y  Ignorance  of  the  common  Infiru&or$ 
tf  our  Touth:  If  p  ty  (hould  recHn  this  armngji  the  confide'* 
r^hle  Caitfes  of  Hoe  Corruptions  of  our  Manners  y  certainly 
all  thofc  woidd  affent ,  who  fee  that  a  Stream  mil  be  foul 
when  the  Fountain  it  felf  is  muddy  :  Nor  is  this  a  finglt 
Opinion ,  as  is  evident  from  their  happy  Taduflry ,  voho  ha^ 
ve  cor\'€^ed  fame  of  our  Authors  5  and  fent  them  abroad 
naked  J  and  nncorrupted  with  foreign  Notes ;  this  Method 
m  it  f pares  the  Modefiy  of  the  Touth ,  fo  it  muft  be  a  cen- 
fiderahle  Improvement  to  his  Parts  3  fince  his  Mind  and 
Memory  y  and  not  only  his  Eye  3  WAifi  be  employed,  I  am 
bound  thankfully  to  acknowledge  the  pious  care  of  Mr, 
Thomas  Curganvtn ,  novo  of  Shirburn  in  DorfetHiire , 
in  this  matter ,  he  did  not  want ,  or  if  he  had,  his  Virtue 
and  Indtiflry  had  contemned ,  fuch  Helps ,  having  fearch*d 
into  the  Secret s  of  the  Clafpcksy  and  being  an  excellent  Ex^ 
ample  of  unwearied  Diligence ,  and  regular  Carriage  to  all 
tmder  his  Tuition  :  To  his  Infiru6lion  I  owe  what  at  prefent 
J  ttnderftand  of  thefe  'Books ,  and  to  his  Rules  my  hopes  of 
future  Attainments :  The  fame  Principles  made  we  cantiom 
(ffome  Odes ,  tho*  I  have  jpafi  by  three  more  upon  a  diffc-i 
rent  Account, 

This  juft  Debt  being  paid  to  my  Honoured  Injlruder  i 
the  Part  that  concerns  my  felf.  Reader ,  will  give  thee  little 
trouble^  I  cannot  chufe  but  fmile  now  a  d  then  to  think 
that  7,  who  have  not  Mufick  enough  to  liv  rfland  one  Notet 
and  too  little  ill  Nature  ( for  that  is  commonly  thought  a 
necejfary  Ingredient)  to  be  a  Satyrifl  7  Jhould  venture  upon 
Horace :  'Tis  certain  our  Language  is  not  capable  of  the 
Numbers  of  the  Poet ,  and  therefore  if  the  Senfe  of  the  Au" 
thor  is  deliver* dy  the  Variety  of  Exprejfion  kept  ^  {which  1 
muft  defpair  of  3  after  Quintillian  hath  ajfur'd  us  that  hi 
is  mofi  happily  bold  in  his  Words)  and  his  Fancy  not  dt' 
has^dy  {for  I  cannot  think  my  felf  able  to  improve  HoTZce) 
*tis  all  that  can  be  expelled  from  a  Verfion :  This  the  admi" 
TsbU  Cowley  confider'd  when  he  undertook  Pindar ,  and 

hath. 
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fjdth  drawn  a  Jhort  and  fall  j^pology  for  the  like  Underta- 
hrigs:  ',,  We  mufi  co/fidsr  ^  fays  he,  the  great  Difference 
„  of  Time  betwiat  his  Age ,  and  ours ,  which  changes ,  as 
„  in  Figures  ,  at  leaji  the  Colours  of  Poetry;  the  no  lefs 
5,  Difference  betwixt  the  Religions  and  Cufioms  of  oar 
„  Countries,  a  thoufand  Parti.nlarities  of  Places-^  Verfons 
,j  and  Manners  ,  which  do  but  confnfedly  appear  to  our 
J,  Eyes  at  this  Dijlance  ,*  and  lajlly  (  which  were  enough 
„  alone  for  my  Purpofe  )  we  mufi  conjlder  that  our  Ears 
5,  are  Strangers  to  the  Mujtck  of  his  Numbers  ,  which 
„  fometimes ,  [efpecially  in  Songs  and  Odes)  almofi  without 
3,  any  thing  elfe  makes  an  excellent  Poet:  'Tis  true  he  im^ 
proves  this  Confideration  ,  and  urges  it  as  concluding  a- 
gainft  allftrid  and  faithful  Verfons:  in  which  I  mufi  beg 
leave  to  diffent  ,  thinking  it  better  to  convey  down  thi 
Learning  of  the  Ancients  j  than  their  empty  Sound  fuited 
to  the  prefcnt  Times,  and /how  the  Age  their  whole  Sub- 
fiance ,  rather  than  their  thin  Ghofi  imbody'd  with  fome 
light  Air  of  my  own* 

As  far  ill  Nature ,  Horace  requires  none ,  nay  difclaims 
it  in  a  Satyrifi  i  his  Jharpefi  Touches ,  if  we  believe  both 
himfelf,  and  thofe  that  befi  underfiood  him ,  are  innocent 
Waggery ,  AdmifTus  circum  pr^cordia  ludit.  He  endea-^ 
vours  to  laugh  Men  out  of  their  Vices ,  and  doth  net  lance 
tr  cauterize  the  Sores ,  but  tickles  'till  hs  heals  ;  and  how 
much  this  Method  fur paffes  the  rougher  handling ,  every  one 
may  imagine  who  knows  that  'tis  more  grievous  to  any  Man 
to  be  Ridicul'd  than  'Beaten ;  and  who  is  there  that  tvculd 
not  rather  appear  in  Company  with  a  black  Eye  ^  than  a 
fmutted  Face  ?  Some  few  advis'd  me  to  turn  the  Sztyrs  t» 
cur  own  Times ,  they  faid  that  Rome  was  now  rivall'd  in 
her  Vices ,  and  Pardlels  for  Hypocrijie ,  Profanenefs ,  ^- 
varice  and  the  like  were  eajie  to  be  found  y  'But  thofe  Cri" 
mes  are  much  out  of  my  Accjuaintance  ^  and  fince  the  Cha- 
ra6lcr  is  the  fame  whoever  the  Perfo/t  is  ^  I  am  not  fo  fond 
^ hsiv^    hated  as   to   maks  any  difobUging  Applications: 

.     /  Smh 
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Such  pains  would  look  like  an  i?>tpertinent  labour  to  find  4 
Vunghili  only  that  I  might  fatisfie  an  unaccountable  htt-^ 
monr  of  dirtying  one  Man's  Face  ,  and  befpattering  am* 
ther:  Some  have  taken  this  way  ,  and  the  Ill-nature  of 
the  World  hath  confpir'd  to  think  their  Rudenefs  Wit ;  alt 
their  Smartnefs  proceeds  from  a  Jharp  Humor  in  their  'Bo- 
dy ,  which  falls  into  their  Pen  ,  and  if  it  drops  upon  a 
Man's  Reputation  that  is  as  bright  and  folid  as  polifht 
Steel  i  it  fullies  itprefently^  and  eats  thro\  Such  are  ne^ 
ver  lov^y-e^raii'd,  but  Jhun'd  and  fear'd,  like  Mad* 
Dogs  9  for  their  Teeth  and  Foam  i  and  are  excellently  re* 
prefented  by  Lucan'f  Xafiliski 

Who  drives  all  other  Serpents  from  the  Plains  > 
And  all  alone  in  the  vaft  Defarc  reigns. 

What  I  have  borrowed  from  others ,  if  ever  I  have  fiock 
enough  >  /  will  honejily  endeavour  to  repay  \  "But  the 
"Debt  which  I  have  contracted  frwn  my  Lard  Rolcom- 
mon  is  fi  vafty  that  I  Jhall  never  be  able  to  difchargei 
to  his  admirable  Verfion  I  muft  gratefully  acknowledge , 
that  I  owe  the  Senfe ,  and  the  beji  Lines  in  the  Art 
•/  Foetry.  > 


THE 


THE 

ODES 

OF 

HO  RACE. 


The  First  Boo 


K 


ODE  I    To  Mec^nas. 

Several  Men  have  fevefal  Delights  ,   Lyrick 
Poetry  ts  hU, 
ECc^  NA  S  born  of  Royal  Blood , 

My  Joy,  my  Guard,  and  fweetefl  Good^ 
Some  love  with  rapid  Wheels  to  raife 
Olympian  Dult ,  and  gather  Praife ; 


Where  Races  won,  and  Palms  bellow'dj 
Do  lift  a  King  into  a  God  : 
And  fome  in  high  Commands  are  proud , 
That^reat  Preferment  of  the  Crowd; 
Blown  by  their  breath  the  Bubble  flies , 
Ga2*d  at  a  while ,  then  breaks  and  dies : 
Another  ploughs  his  Father's  Fields, 
His  Barn  holds  all  that  Lybla  yields; 
And  hopes  of  Wealth  and  Worlds  of  Gain , 
Shall  never  tempt  him  from  the  Plain  i 
Or  draw  his  fearful  Soul  to  ride 
In  feeble  Ships,  and  flcm  the  Tide: 

A 


z® 


xjr 


a  O  D  E  II.    Lib.  I. 

The  Merchants  toft  in  angry  Seas , 

That  praife  their  Fields,  and  quiet  Eafe, 

Yet  rigg  their  tatter'd  Ships  once  more , 

Untaught ,  unable  to  be  poor :  2.0 

Some ,  underneath  a  Myrtle  Shade , 

Or  by  fmooth  Springs  fupinely  laid, 

With  Mirth ,  and  Wine ,  and  wanton  Play , 

Contra£t  the  bufmefs  of  the   Day  : 

Shrill  Trumpets  Sounds  and  noify  Wars,  zs 

That  Mothers  hate  ,   pleafe' other  Ears: 

The  Hunter  doth  his  Eafe  forgoe , 

He  lies  abroad  in  Froft ,  in  Snow ; 

He  foon  forgets  his  pleafing  Wife , 

And  all  the  foft  delights  of  Life  ,  30 

Whilft  faithful  Hounds  a  Deer  purfue , 

Or  have  a  xaging  Boar  in  view : 

The  purling  Streams  and  fhady  Grove 

The  Nymphs  and  Satyrs  dance ,  and  love , 

Green  Ivy  Crowns ,  that  only  fpread  35 

Fre/h  Honours  round  a  learned  Head , 

Shall  raife  my  Name  above  the  Crowd , 

And  lift  me  up  into  a  God  i 

If  Mufes  kind  ihall  ftring  my  Lyre , 

Or  Tune  my  Pipe ,  and  Heats  infpire :  40 

If  You ,  my  Lord  ,  approve  my  Vein , 

And  count  me  'mongft  the  Lyrick  Train , 

Secure  from  Death  I'll  proudly  rife , 

And  hide  my  Head  in  lofty  Skies. 

ODE  II.    To  Augustus. 

Rome  hath  fmarted  for  hlling  Ca^far  ,   and  all  their 
Hopes  are  in  Auguftus. 

ENough  of  Thunder ,  mighty  Jove  5 
Enough  thy  flaming  Arm  has  thrown, 
Efioiigh  hath  torn  the  facred  Grove , 
Enough  amazed  the  frighted  Town : 


O  D  E  II.     Lie.  I.  3 

Left  Tyrrha's  Age  returned  they  fear'd,  / 

Strange  Age ,  when  from  the  former  Floods 

Old  Proteus  drove  his  fcaly  Herd 
To  vifit  Hills ,  and  glide  in  Woods: 

The  Fi/hes  hung  on  lofty  Boughs , 

Thofe  Seats  well  known  to  Doves  before,        10 
The  fpreading  Waves  fnatcht  trembling  Does ,    - 

They  fwam ,  and  looked  in  vain  for  Shore, 

We  faw  fwoln  Tiber  backward  flow , 

And  from  the  Tufcan  Waves  retire  i 
The  Monuments  of  Kings  overthrow  >  I j 

And  hiss  in  Fejia's  facred  Fire : 

Whilft  He ,  too  too  Uxorious  Flood , 

Swoln  big  with  fury ,  cuts  along 
The  left-hand  Banks ,  though  Jove  withftood , 

To  right  Complaining  Ilia's  wrong.  20 

The  Youth  fhall  hear  that  impious  Steel 

Againft  our  felves  we  madly  drew , 
Which  better  haughty  Medes  Ihould  feel , 

The  Youth  our  faults  have  left  but  few. 

What  God ,  to  prop  the  falling  State ,  ay 

Shall  we  invoke  with  earneft  Pray'rs? 

How  fhall  our  Virgins  foften  Fate , 
And  w^ary  Fefia's  deafned  Ears  ? 


And  whom  to  expiate  C^far's  Blood 
Will  Jove  appoint?  u^pollo  come, 

0*er  thy  bright  Shoulders  caft  a  Cloud , 
And  kindly  fuccour  guilty  Rome, 


30 


Or  Venus  fair ,  whom  Joys  attend , 

Whom  Youth  flies  round ,  and  fmiling  Grace  s 
Or  Father  Mars  at  I'aft  defcend ,  3  j* 

And  pity  thy  decaying  Race. 

A  z 


4  ODE  III.    Lib.  I. 

Oh  long  )  too  long ,  thy  fierce  delight 

Hath  glutted  Thee  ,  whom  Wars  do  pleale 

With  Darts  and  Spears,  and  ftern  in  Fight 
The  frightful  Moors  unlearn' d  in  Eafe.  4P 

Or  whether  changM  to  Mortal  Eyes 
You  feem  a  Youth ,  kind  winged  God , 

Nor  doft  the  friendly  Name  defpife 
Of  the  Avenger  of  our  Cxfar's  Blood, 

Oh  late  may  You  return  to  Jove^  4jr 

May  quiet  Days  extend  thy  Reign ,        , 

Nor  vext  at  Us  in  hafte  remove 
To  vifit  happy  Seats  again. 

Our  Empire's  Father,  Prince,  and  Guide, 

In  Triumphs  lives  Nor  let  the  Medes^  /o 

Proud  in  our  Spoils ,  unpunifh'd  ride , 
Whilft  Mighty  Cafar  bravely  leads. 

ODE  III.    To  Virgil: 

Taking  a  Voyaie  to  Athens. 

SO  may  kind  Venw  guide  thy  Sails , 
So  Helen's  Brothers  fhining  Stars, 
Secure  thee  from  thy  fears : 
So  Eol  loofe  the  Southern  Gales , 

And  all  the  other  Winds  controul ;  j? 

As  Thou  doft  waft  my  Virgil  o'er , 
And  land  him  on  the  Attick  Shore  > 
Preferving  half  my  Soul. 

His  Heart  was  Brafs ,  who  firft  did  dare 

In  feeble  Ships  to  item  the  Seas ,  i© 

Who  weeping  Hyades 
And  Moafters  faw ,  nor  fear'd  to  bear* 


ODE  III.    Lib.  I.  f 

Who  faw  the  headlong  Whirlwinds  fight , 
And  South- winds  rage,  that  beft  can  raife 
Or  fmooth  the  Adriatick  Seas  ,  if 

Nor  dy'd  at  fuch  a  fight. 

What  Face  of  Death  can  move  his  fears  j 
That  faw  with  an  undaunted  Eye 

Vaft  Rocks,  and  Waves  as  highj 
And  could  reftrain  his  flowing  Tears  ?  a® 

In  vain  the  Gods  defign'd ,  in  vain. 
In  vain  they  did  the  Lands  divide 

By  an  unfriendly  Tide  > 
If  impious  Ships  can  crofs  the  Main*. 

Man  forc'd  by  an  imperious  Will  >  ^S 

Do's  make  all  hafte  to  be  undone  >     . 
And  very  eagerly  rulh  on 

To  court  forbidden  111. 

Prometheus  brought  Celeftial  Fire , 

Which  fixft  by  wicked  Arts  H^  ftole  I  3.« 

To  give  his  Clay  a  Souly 
And  kindle  this  abfurd  Defire.  v.^ 

But  Vengeance  foon  purfu'd  Deceit^'     ' 
For  thence  began  unknown  Difeafe  > 
Thence  cruel  Feavers  firft  did  feize ,  3/ 

And  took  their  fatal  Heat. 

Then  lazy  Death  did  mend  her  pace, 
Our  Life  contrafted  to  a  fpan , 

Death  came  in  hafte  on  Man  j    n 
And  ftopt  his  yet  unfinifli'd  Race.  4® 

With  Wings,  which  Nature's  Laws  deny> 
Firfi:  Dadalus  did  boldly  dare 

To  beat  the  Empty  Air, 
And  wande.r  thro'  the  liquid  Sky.^ 

A3 


6  O  D  E  IV.    Lib.  I. 

Thro'  Hell  the  fierce  Alcides  ran  ,  4_f 

He  fcorn'd  the  ftubborn  chains  of  Fate , 
And  rudely  broke  the  Brazen  Gates 

Nought  is  too  hard  for  Man. 

Grown  Giants  in  Impiety , 

Our  Impious  Folly  dares  the  Sky ,  S^ 

We  dare  aflault  Jove's  glorious  Throne, 

Nor  >  flill  averfe  to  his  Command ,, 

Will  we  permit  his  lifted  Hand 

To  lay  his  Thunder  down, 

ODE    IV. 

He  itdvifeth  his  Friend  to  live  merrily, 

SHarp  Winter  melts ,  Favonins  fpreads  his  Wing , 
A  pleafmg  change ,  and  bears  the  Spring : 
Diy  Ships  draw  down  frorn  llocksnow  plow  the  Maiii> 

And  fpread  their  greedy  Sails  again : 
Nor  Stalls  the  Ox,  nor  Fires  the  Clowns  delight, 5* 

And  Fields  have  lofl  their  hoary  white : 
The  Nymphs  and  Graces  joyn*d  thro*  flowry  Meads 

By  Moon-light  dance ,  and  Venus  leads : 
Whilft  labouring  Cyclops  furious  Vulcan  tires , 

And  heats  their  Forge  with  raging  Fires:       iq 
Now  crownd  with  Myrtle,  crownd  with  rifmg  Flowrs 

From  loofen'd  Fields,  drive  eafie  Hours i 
A  Lamb  to  Fatmus ,  if  he  moft  approves 

A  Kid ,  a  Kid  mufl  ftain  the  Groves : 
With  equal  Foot,  rich  Friend,  impartial  Fate      is 

Knocks  at  the  Cottage ,  and  the  Palace  Gate  : 
Life's  fpan  forbids  Thee  to  extend  thy  Cares, 

And  flretch  thy  Hopes  beyond  thy  Years : 
Night  foon  will  feize  ,  and  You  muft  quickly  go 

To  ftory'd  Ghofts,  and  Pluto's  Houfe  below, 20 
Where  once  arrivM,  adieu  to  Wine  and  Love? 

And  all  the  foft  Delights  above : 
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No  Feafts ,  where  Thee  the  happy  Lot  may  place 

The  Juft  Difpofer  of  the  Glafs : 
No  LycidaSi  no  fair  furprizing  Boy,  aj" 

Or  to  admire ,  or  to  enjoy : 
No  LycidaSi  who  now  our  Ycuth  do's  Charm, 

And  foon  fliall  all  our  Virgins  warm, 

o  D  E    V. 

He  rejoices  at  his  Deliverance  from  hh 
bexoitchlng  Mlftrefs, 

WHAT  tender  Youth  upon  a  Rofy  Bed 
With  Odours  flowing  round  his  Head 
Shall  ruffle  Thee ,  and  loofe  a  Heart  ? 
For  what  fond  Youth  wilt  Thou  prepare 
The  lovely  Mazes  of  thy  Hair ,  $ 

And  fpr^ad  Charms  neat  without  the  help  of  Art  ? 

How  oft  unhappy  Iliall  he  grieve  to  find 
The  fickle  Bafenefs  of  your  Mind  ? 
When  he  thac  ne'er  felt  Storms  before , 
Shall  fee  black  Heav'n  fpread  o*er  with  CloudS)  10 
And  threatning  Tempefts  tof^  the  Floods , 

Whilfl  Helplefs  He  in  vain  looks  back  for  Shore^ 

Now  fondly ,  now  He  rifles  all  thy  Charms  ■> 
,     He  wantons  in  thy  pleafmg  Arms , 

And  boalts  his  Happinefs  Compleat;  ij* 

He  thinks  that  you  will  always  prove 

As  fair ,  and  conftant  to  his  Love  s  (Cheat* 

And  knows  not  how ,  how  foon  thofe  Smiles  may 

Ah!  wretched  thofe  who  Love,  yet  ne'er  did  try 
The  fmiling  Treachery  of  thy  Eye  1  20 

But  I'm  fecure,  my  Danger's  o'er. 
My  Table  fhows  the  Cloaths  I  vow'd 
When  midfl:  the  Storm ,  to  pleafe  the  God 

I  have  hung  up ,  and  now  am  fafe  on  Shore* 

A  4 
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ODE  VI.    r^AoRiPPA. 

Varius  m^  Record  his  great  Anions  ,   hut  Love  mt0 
he  the  SfthjeH  of  his  Songs. 

THJEE  great  in  Arms  ihall  Varius  fmg. 
In  Conduft  wife,  and  bold  in  Fights 
What  Conqueils  under  your  Command ,, 
The  Legions  wan  by  Sea  and  Land , 

The  fame  fliall  boldly  write  / 

With  Quills  that  drop'd  from  lofty  HomerH  Wing: 

My  tender  Verfe  muft  Wars  refufes 
Spears,  Trophies  ,  and  the  armed  Field, 
The  fierce  Pelides  haughty  Rage 
That  fl'ill  preil  forward  to  engage ,  %p 

And  knew  not  how  to  yield , 
Are  things  too  weighty  for  my  feeble  Mufe : 

StnOi  Modefty  confines  my  Tongue, 
And  Shame  forbids  me  to  dilgrace 
A  Subje(St  high,  fo  near  Divine  i^ 

As  mighty  Cafar*s  Praife  and  thine , 
And  your  great  Names  debai^ 
By  the  officious  meannefs  of  a  Song : 

For  who  in  worthy  Strains  can  write 
Mars  dreadful  in  his  Iron  Coat?  ^.q 

Or  {how  the  black  Merione 
In  Trojart  Duft  feverely  gay  ? 
Or  how  Tydides  fought 
By  Tallas  Aid,  and  matchM  the  Gods  in  fight? 

I  fing  foft  Boys  and  Virgins  Wars ,  i^y 

How  foon  they  fmile ,  how  angry  foon 
With  clofe  par'd  Nails,  and  tender  Tooth, 
They  all  invade  the  ruffling  Youths 
Thus  urge  my  Frolick  on , 
And  bid  Farewel,  a  long  Farewel-to  Car^i.         39 
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ODE    VII. 

He  commends  Plancus  his  Seat  ,  and  advifeth 
him  to  enjoy  his  Life* 

SOme  Mitylen ,  or  famous  Rhodes  will  praife , 
Or  two-fea'd  Corinth's  Honour  raife ; 
Some  Thebes  for  ^Bacchus  fam'd ,  in  founding  StrainSt> 

Or  flowry  Tempe's  open  Plains : 
Some  fill  their  lafting  Verfe  with  high  renown       S 

Of  Virgin  Pallas  learned  Towns 
And  whilil  they  ftudiouily  their  Praife  beflow  t 

To  All  prefer  the  Olive  Bough : 
To  Honour  Junoy  Argos  fbme  proclaim, 

Or  raife  My  cane  3  high  in  Famej  10 

Not  patient  Sparta ,  Tempers  fruitful  Fields, 

Nor  all  that  fat  LariJJa  yields , 
Can  raife  my  Fancy ;  no ,  I  all  contemn 

Compared  to  fair  Albunea's.  Stream , 
My  water  'd  Orchards  headlong  Anio's  Flood,     ij 

Or  quiet  Tibnr's  fhady  Wood : 
As  fair  South- Winds  will  brulh  the  Clouds  away. 

Nor  always  brood  a  rainy  Day , 
So  Plancus y  You,  what  ever  Life  you  lead. 

Or  play  at  home  in  Tibnr's  Shade ,  2.9 

Or  fill  the  fhining  Camp ,  arid  lead  the  War , 

With  Wine  flill  wifely  end  thy  Care; 
When  Teucer  fled,  diflrefs'd  by  angry  Fate, 

His  Country,  and  his  Father's  Hate, 
With  Poplar  Crowns  He  grac'd  his  drunken  Head,2jr 

And  thus  to  drooping  Friends  he  faid , 
Whatever  Chance  the  kinder  Parent  fends , 

We'll  bravely  bear ,  my  noble  Friends : 
Adieu  fond  Care ,  defpairing  Fears  be  gone , 

Whilfl  Teuci'.r  guides ,  and  leads  you  on :  3^ 

Unerring  Phoebw  fays  our  hands  (hall  raife 
A  City  in  another  place , 

AX 


To        ODE  VIII.    Lib.  I. 

Another  Salami's :  Cheer ,  rouze  your  force , 
For  We  have  often  fuffer'd  worfe : 

Drink  briskly  round,  difpel  all  cloudy  Sorrow,    j^* 
Prink  round ,  we'll  plow  the  Deep  to  morraw* 

ODE  VIII.     To  Lydia. 

Who  had  made  Sybaris  Effemmate^ 


ELL  me,  Lydia^  tell  me  this. 
By  all  the  Gods  I  do  conjure  Thee  tell 
Why  Thou  wilt  Ruin  Sybaris , 
By  loving  of  the  Youth  too  well? 

Why  doth  He  hate  the  Plain  S 

That  can  endure  the  fury  of  the  Skies , 

The  burning  Sun ,  the  Wind  and  Rain : 
By  Nature  fitted  for  the  Prize  ? 

Why  now  refufe  to  ride 
Amidft  his  Equals ,  and  with  graceful  force  ro 

The  fury  of  his  Courfer  guide  , 
And  bravely  fit  the  managM  Horfe  ? 

Why  Yellow  Tyher's  Stream 
Doth  He  now  hate  ?  Why  fear  to  touch  the  Flood , 
And  why  the  fhining  Oyl  contemn  if 

With  greater  care  than  Viper's  Blood? 

Why  do  his  Arms  no  more 
Look  black  with  blows  and  honourable  fears-, 
Which  once  with  juft  Applaufe  He  bore, 
When  Fame  attended  on  his  Wars  ?  20 

Sojuflly  prais'd  for  Art,  (Throng, 

So  fam*d  for  Strength,  when, through  thewondring 
Beyond  the  bounds  he  threw  the  Dart, 
Which  fwiftly  bore  his  Praife  alonge. 
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Why  doth  he  now  lye  hid ,  2.5* 

As  once  ,  complying  with  his  Mother's  fears  > 
The  Great ,  the  Brave  Achilles  did , 
Left  Manly  drefs  fhould  force  him  on  to  Wars? 

ODE    IX. 

He  advifeth  his  Friend  to  live  merrily^ 

SEE  how  the  Hills  are  white  with  Snow, 
The  Seas  are  rough ,  the  Woods  are  toft  y 
The  Trees  beneath  their  burthen  bow , 

And  purling  Streams  are  bound  in  Froft, 

Diflblve  the  Cold  with  noble  Wine,  f 

Dear  Friend ,  and  make  a  rouzing  Fire , 

'Gainft  Cold  without,  and  Care  within. 
Let  both  with  equal  force  confpire. 

With  all  things  elfe ,  come ,  trufl:  the  Gods , 

Who,  when  they  fliall  a  Calm  reftore,  i© 

And  ftill  the  Storms  that  tofs  the  Floods, 
Old  Oaks ,  and  Afhes  faake  no  more. 

All  Cares  and  Fears  are  fond  and  vain , 

Fly  vexing  Thoughts  of  dark  to  morrow ; 

What  Chance,  fcores  up  ,  count  perfect  gain ,  if 

And  banilh  Bufmefs ,  banilh  Sorrow, 

Whilft  Thou  art  Green,  and  Gay,  and  Young, 
E'^r-  dull  Age  comes ,  and  Strength  decays , 

Let  Mirth ,  and  Humour ,  Dance  ,  and  Sorig 

Be  all  the  Trouble  of  thy  Days,  a<s 

The  Court,  the  Mall,  the  Park,  and  Stage , 
With  e-iger  Thoughts  of  Love  purfue  > 

Gay  Evening  v/bifpers  fit  thy  Age  > 
And  be  to  AiTignation  true. 

A  6 
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Now  love  to  hear  the  hiding  Maid ,  2 j* 

Whom  Youth  hath  fir'd,  and  Beauty  charms, 

By  her  own  tittering  Laugh  betray'd , 
And  forc'd  into  her  Lover's  Arms, 

Go  dally  with  thy  wanton  Mifs , 

And  from  the  Willing  feeming  Coy,  30 

Or  force  a  Ring ,  or  ileal  a  Kifs  j 

For  Age  will  come ,  and  then  farewel  to  Joy.. 

ODE    X. 

In  Traife  0/  M  E  R  c  u  R  T. 

SWeet  fmooth-Tongu'd  God ,  wife  Atla^  Son , 
Whofe  Voice  did  mould  Men*s  flinty  Hearts  j 
Juft  rifen  from  their  Parent  Stone, 
By  foftning  Mufick ,  and  inilru£ling  Arts.. 

Thee,  Thee  my  Mufe  fhall  gladly  fmg,  S} 

Thee  Poft  of  Heav'n,  and  Guard  of  Hellj 
Firfl  Mover  of  the  charming  String  j 
By  waggifti  Thievery  cunning  to  conceal... 

tJnlefs  you  would  reftore  the  Cows 
Whilft  with  his  Voice  He  dar'd  the  Child ,     ia 
And  threatned  with  his  angry  Brows , 
Now  He  had  loft  his  Bow ,  Apllo  fmiPd^^ 

Rich  Priam  with  a  Pious  hafte , 
Whilft  You  did  guide  his  trembling  Feet, 
TheJJallan  Fires  fecurely  paft ,  Tf 

The  Camp ,  and  proud  Atrides  haughty  Fleet,. 

You  gently  guide  the  Pious  Souls 
To  happy  Seats  j  Your  Golden  Rod; 
The  flitting  Troop  controuls  j 
0  lov*d ,  Above ,  Below  ?  by  every  God.  ao' 


O  D  E  XL  XII.    Lib.  I.     i? 
O  D  E    XI. 

He  advifeth  his  Friend  to  live  merrily ,  and  taH 
no  Care  for  To-Morroxo, 

AH  do  not  itrive  too  much  to  know , 
My  dear  Leuconoey 
What  the  kind  Gods  defign  to  do 
With  Me  and  Thee. 

Ah  do  not  You  confult  the  Stars,  % 

Contented  bear  thy  Doom , 

Rather  than  thus  increafe  thy  Fear^ 

For  what  will  come  : 

Whether  they'll  give  one  Winter  more. 

Or  elfe  make  this  thy  lafts  i* 

Which  breaks  the  Waves  on  Tyrrhene  Shore 
With  many  a  Blaft.. 

Be  Wife,  and  Drink  j  cut  off  long  Cares 

From  thy  contra£led  Span , 
Nor  flretch  extenfive  hopes  and  fears  if 

Beyond  a  Man : 

E'en  whilft  we  fpeak ,  the  Envious  Time 

Doth  make  fwift  hafte  aways 
Then  feize  the  Prefent ,  ufe  thy  Prime  > 

Nor  truft  another  Day,.  2.«. 

ODE  XIL    To  Augustus. 

WHAT  Man,  what  Hero,  ftately  Mufe> 
Wilt  thou  deliver  down  to  Fame  ? 
What  God  for  thy  great  Subjeft  chufe?* 
And  make  the  wanton  Eccho  fport  his  Name» 

O'er  Helicon's  refounding  Grove ,  ^ 

O'er  Pindm,  or  cold  Hamfts  Hi]l> 
Whence  lift'ning  Woods  did  gladly  move. 
And  throng' d  to  hear  fweet  Or^hem  wondxoixs  QuilL. 

A  7 


14        ODE  XII.    Lib.  I 

He ,  by  his  Mother's  Art ,  could  bind 
The  headlong  fury  of  the  Floods i  is 

Allay  rough  Storms ,  appeafe  the  Wind , 
And  loofe  from  their  fixt  Roots  the  dancing  Woods^ 

Whom  firfl:  ?  fhall  I  creating  Jove 
With  pious  Duty  gladly  fmg , 
That  guides  below,  and  rules  above,  rj* 

The  great  Difpofer ,  and  the  mighty  King  ? 

Than  He  none  greater ,  next  him  none 
That  can  be ,  is ,  or  was : 
Supreme  he  fingly  fills  the  Throne ; 
Yet  Falla6  is  allowed  the  neareft  place.  ao 

Thy  Praifes  ,  'Bacchus ,  bold  in  War  r 
My  willing  Mufe  will  gladly  fliow  , 
And  ,  Virgin ,  Thee  whom  Tygers  fear  i 
And  Phoebus  dreadful  for  unerring  Bow. 

Alcides  A£ls  my  Mufe  muft  write ,  25 

And  Leda^s  Sons  i  one  fam'd  for  Horfe , 
And  one  in  clofe  and  handy  Fight 
Of  haughty  Bravery  ,  and  of  noble  Force 

When  both  their  Stars  at  once  appear , 

The  Winds  are  hullit,  they  rage  no  mores    jc? 

(It  is  their  Will)  the  Skies  are  clear, 

And  Waves  roul  foftly  by  the  quiet  Shore- 
Shall  Romtdm  ftand  next  to  Thefe  ? 
Or  furious  Tarqum' s  hzMghty  Reign? 
Or  Numa's  Laws  and  pious  Peace  ?  q  f 

Or  Cato' »noh\Q  Fall,  and  £erce  Difdain? 

The  Scauri  next ,  the  Great ,  the  Good  ? 
Or  Regu'm  his  conftant  Truth  ? 
Or  Paulus  prodigal  of  his  Blood 
When  Hmmibal  overthrew  the  Roman  Youth.?      4©^ 


ODE  XIII.    Lib.  I.        ry 

Or  fhall  I  fmg  in  lafting  Verfe 
Fabricim  Mind ,  too  great  for  Gold  ? 
Or  elfe  rough  Cunus  Praife  rehearfe , 
In  Condud  prudent,  and  in  A£lion  bold? 

Him  and  Camillus  fam*d  for  War ,  45^ 

In  a  poor  Houfe  ,  and  mean  Eftate, 
And  poorly  bred  on  hardy  fare>. 
"Want  made  them  Itrong  to  prop  Rome's  finking  Fate^ 

Mane  Urn  like  an  Oak  doth  rife , 
And  Julim  Cafar's  Light  appears  ?  ja 

As  in  fair  Nights  and  fmiling  Skies 
The  beauteous  Moon  amidft  the  meaner  Stars*,. 

Great  Saturn's  OfF-fpring,  mighty  Jovcy 
Whofe  greateft  Care  is  Cafar's  Fate  i 
Serenely  You  may  reign  above ,  j^ 

Whilft  here  Auguftus  keeps  the  fecond  State* 

And  whether  He  in  triumph  lead's 
The  Parthians  that  on  Latium  prells 
Or  beats  the  Indians  and  the  Medes  > 
And  fpoils  the  diltant  Nations  of  the  Eafi,  60. 

He  lefs  than  Thou ,  rules  all  below , 
Whilft  Thy  hot  Wheels  may  fliake  the  Clouds , 
And  dreadful  Thunder  fiercely  throw 
On  Groves  prophan'd ,  and  on  unhallow'd  Woods,. 

ODE    XIII. 

Hh  Jealoujie  occajtons  his  Difyuiet, 

"i 

WHen  Lydia  praifes  Damon's  Charms , 
His  rofy  Neck,  and  waxen  Arms,. 
His  Air ,  and  rowling  Eye ; 
My  Mind  fcarce  thinks  on  what  it  does  5 
My  fickly  Colour  comes  and  goes  j  j 

I  rage ,  X  burn ,  I  dye  1 


i6        ODE  XIV.    Lib.  I 

I  lofe  my  former  vital  Grace , 

Aiid  Tears  fteal  foftly  down  my  Face  j 

Cold  feeble  Sweats  begin , 
Cold  feeble  Sweats  that  plainly  ihow  id 

How  fierce  the  Flame ,  and  yet  how  flow 

That  melts  my  Soul  within : 

I  rage  to  fee  thy  Shoulder  flain*d , 
Or  fnowy  Breaft ,  by  drunken  Hand 

Too  lovingly  unkind  s  ly 

Or  when  the  ruffling  Am'rous  Youth 
Hath  preft  thy  Lips  with  eager  Tooth , 

And  left  a  Mark  behind : 

Coy  Lydidi  all  thy  hopes  are  vain. 

Still  to  endure  the  pleafing  pain  a.» 

Of  a  furprizing  Kifs , 
Which  Venm  doth  in  Ne(5tar  fteep,  ' 

And  hang  upon  the  balmy  Lip  > 

To  draw  us  on  to  Blifs. 

Thrice  happy  They. ,  that  free  from  ftrife  2.j: 

Maintain  a  Love  as  long  as  Life  j 

Whofe  fixt  and  binding  Vows , 
No  intervening  Jealoufie , 
No  Fears  and  no  Debates  untyej 

And  Death  alone  can  loofe,  50 

ODE    XIV. 

To  t\yt  Gommon-wealth ,   which  was  now  ready  t9 
engage  in  another  Civil  War>. 

AND  fhall  the  raging  Waves  again 
Bear  Thee  back  into  the  Main  I 
Oh  what  dofb  dol  put  clofe  to  Shore  > 
And  never  trull  the  Ocean  more : 
Thy  Oars  are  gone  ,  and  Southern  Blafls  / 

Have  rent  thy  Sails,  and. torn  thy  Malts 3 
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Nor  without  Tackling  can' ft  thou  brave 
The  violent  fury  of  the  Wave : 
Thy  Stern  is  gone ,  thy  Gods  are  loft , 
And  thou  haft  none  to  hear  thy  Cry ,  I  a 

When  thou  on  dangerous  Shelves  art  toft , 
When  Billows  rage ,  and  Winds  are  high ; 
Tho'  thou  art  built  of  noble  Wood , 
And  gay  as  ever  cut  the  Flood  s 
Alas!  'tis  but  an  empty  Name,  IjJ 

Nor  will  the  Seas  regard  thy  Fame : 
What  fearful  Seaman  dares  rely 
On  gilded  Sterns  when  Winds  are  high  ? 
Vain  £how ,  not  fit  to  fail  but  pleafe , 
An  eafie  prey  to  angry  Seas :  ZO 

Tho'  often  Thou  haft  fafely  paft, 
Thou  ow'ft  a  fport  to  Winds  at  laft : 
,  Oh  lately  Thou  my  Grief  and  Fear , 
And  now  my  freih  and  prefent  Care , 
Take  heed ,  and  fly  the  flattering  Seas  If 

•Between  the  fhining  Cyclades, 

ODE    XV. 

Nereus  finis  the  Fall  of  Troy  ,   occafion'd  hj 
Paris^^  Rape  of  Helen. 

TTTHen  faithlefs  P/jir^  ftole  away, 
VV     And  carry'd  Helen  thro'  the  Sea; 
Then  Nereus  ftill'd  the  Wind : 
He  quieted  the  angry  Seas , 

And  luird  the  Billows  into  eafe,  S^ 

Eafe  to  the  Lovers  hafte  unkind. 

Whilft  thus  he  fang,  Thou  carry'ft  home 
Thine  own,  falfe  Youth  ,  and  Country's  doom; 

Whom  Greeks  ftiall  fetch  again 
With  all  their  force  s  and  all  combine  lA 

To  break  that  wicked  Match  of  thine , 
And  Ancient  Priam's  nobk  Reign,, 
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What  Labour ,  ah !  what  Duft  and  Heat  I 
And  how  the  Men  and  Horfes  fweat  I 

Ah  Troy  what  Fates  engage !  ly 

E'en  furious  ^aUm  now  prepares 
Her  Helmet  and  her  Shield  for  Wars  v 
Her  dreadful  Chariot,  and  her  Rage. 

In  vain  /halt  thou  thy  Safety  place 

In  Venus  Aid,  and  paint  thy  Face;  20 

In  vain  adorn  thy  Hair ; 
In  vain  thy  feeble  Harp  /halt  move, 
And  fmg  foft  Tales  of  eafie  Love , 
To  pleafe  the  wanton  and  the  fair. 

In  vain  fhalt  Thou  avoid  thy  Foe,  2/ 

The  winged  Dart,  and  Cretan  Bow, 
Thmgs  grievous  to  thy  Joys  : 
In  vain  with  grief  ihalt  fear  to  view- 
Stout  Aja:c  eager  to  purfue , 
ATiA  ftrive  to  fly  the  hated  noife.  30 

But  ah  too  late  ,  ah  much  too  late 
Thou  /halt  endure  the  flroak  of  Fate;, 

And  find  the  Gods  are  ju/t : 
Too  late  Thou  /halt  defervMly  feel 
The  force  of  the  revenging  Steel ,  5  j. 

And  foil  th*  Adulterous  Locks  in  Du/l. 

Boi^  Thou  not  fee  grave  Nefior's  Age , 
And  fierce  UlyJ]}s  wilely  Rage , 

The  ruin  of  thy  State  ? 
Nor  Teucer's  brave  undaunted  Force  jlo 

Nor  Stheneleiis  that  drives  his  Horfe 
As  furious  and  as  fafi:  as  Fate  ? 

Ah  Thou  /halt  fee  Merione 
In  Trojan  Du/l  /everely  gay ; 

And  fierce  Tydides  rave,  a^ 

Look  how  he  frowns ,  and  roves  about 
To  find  the  Feeble  Paris  out  s 
Tydides  i  as  his  Father  brave. 
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Thefe  feeble  Paris  thou  flialt  fly , 

As  trembling  Does  whofe  Fears  efpy  5® 

A  Lion  in  a  Grove  i 
They  leave  their  Herbs ,  with  panting  Breath, 
They  ftrive  to  fliun  purfuing  Death  i 
Was  this  thy  Promife  to  thy  Love  I 

Achilles  angry  for  a  Wrong  ^^ 

Shall  Troy's  approa.ching  Fate  prolong ; 

But  after  certain  Years 
TheJJalian  Flames  and  Grecian  Fire 
Shall  o'er  the  proudeft  Piles  afpire, 
And  fill  the  Matrons  Eyes  with  Tears, 

ODE    XVI. 

A  Recantation  for  a  Copy  of  lambicks  mitten 
on  a  young  Lady, 

OH  Daughter  fair ,  of  greater  Charms 
Than  thofe  with  which  thy  Mother  warms 
My  guilty  Verfes  how  you  pleafe 
Deftroy,  in  Flames  (tho'  fcarce  fo  hot 
As  that  fierce  Rage  with  which  I  wrote ) 
Or  in  the  angry  Seas». 

Not  Cyheie  fuch  Heat  infpires , 
Ne'er  Phosbus  with  fuch  raging  Fires 

His  Prophet's  Soul  poffefs'd  , 
Not  'Bacchus  felf  can  raife  a  Man 
Half  fo  much  as  Anger  can 

When  once  it  burns  the  Breail ; 


Not  Tears  nor  Kindnefs  can  afTwage  , 
Nor  Force  nor  Danger  curb  the  Rage , 

It  ventures  boldly  on  i  *^ 

It  fcorns  to  be  confined  by  Jove, 
Or  all  the  Thundering  Powers  above, 

But  by  its  boundlefs  felf  alonei 


/ 
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When  bold  Promethetts  firft  began. 
As  Story  goes ,  to  make  a  Man , 

From  every  thing  He  fnaccht  a  part 
To  Furnifli  out  his  Clay , 
And  to  compleat  his  rude  EiTay  , 

And  plac'd  a  Lion's  fury  in  the  Heart. 


2.d 


2/ 


'Twas  Rage  that  made  the  Brothers  hate, 
Kage  wrought  Thyefies  wond'rous  Fates 

'Twas  Rage  that  killM  the  Child  i 
That  fed  the  Father  with  the  Son  , 
And  when  it  faw  the  mighty  Mifchief  done. 

Stood  by ,  and  (what  was  flrange)  it  fmii'd.     30 

*Tis  that  that  raifes  all  our  Wars, 
And  brings  our  Dangers  and  our  Fears, 

When  the  infulting  Foe , 
Whilft  Anger  burns,  and  Rage  prevails, 
O'er  Town  and  Cities  ruin'd  Walls  35 

Doth  draw  the  heavy  Plough. 

Then  curb  thy  Anger ,  charming.  Maid  > 
That  once  my  heedlefs  Youth  betray'd. 

It  rais*d  a  deadly  Flame  ; 
And  hurry'd  on  my  thoughdefs  Miijfe 
In  fwift  lambicks  to  abufe 

And  wanton  v/ith  thy  Fame.. 


40 


But  now  I  do  repent  the  wrong , 
And  now  compofe  a  fofter  Song 

To  make  Thee  juft  amends :  4^ 

Recant  the  Errors  of  my  Youth, 
And  fwear  thofe  Scandals  were  not  Truth  j 

So  You  and  I  be  Friends,. 


ODE   XVII.    Lib.  I.       at 
ODE    XVII. 

He  Commends  his  Country  Seat ,  and  invites  his 
Miftrefs  thither. 

Swift  Faunm  oft  Lyceum  leaves  behind , 
And  to  my  pleafing  Farm  retreats ; 
And  from  the  Summer  Heats 
Defends  my  Goats ,  and  from  the  rainy  Wind. 

O'er  Vales ,  o'er  craggy  Rocks  ,  and  Hills  they  ftray,  f 
Seek  flowry  Thyme ,  and  (afely  brouze 
And  wanton  in  the  Boughs  > 
Nor  fear  an  angry  Serpent  in  the  way. 

No  lurking  Venom  fwells  the  harmlefs  Mould , 

The  Kids  are  fafe ,  the  tender  Lambs        iq 
Lie  bleating  by  their  Dams , 
Nor  hear  the  Evening  Wolves  grin  round  the  Fold. 

Soft  rural  Lays  thro'  every  Vally  found , 
By  low  Uftica^s  purling  Spring 

The  Shepherds  pipe  and  fmg ,  i/ 

Whilfl  from  the  even  Rocks  the  Tunes  rebound. 

* 
Kind  Heav'n  defends  my  foft  Aboads , 
I  live  the  Gods  peculiar  Care , 
Secure  and  free  from  Fear  j 
My  Songs  and  my  Devotion  pleafe  the  Gods.        2© 

Here  naked  Truth ,  Love ,  Peace ,  good  Nature  reign> 
And  here  to  Thee  fhall  Plenty  flow , 
And  all  her  Riches  fhow , 
To  raife  the  Honour  of  the  quiet  Plain. 

Here  crooked  Vales  afFord  a  cool  Retreat;  aj 

Or  underneath  an  Arbor's  Shade 
For  Love  and  Pleafure  made  > 
Thou  /halt  avoid  the  Dog-Star's  raging  Heats 
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And  fweetly  fing  the  harmlefs  Wars  of  Love , 

How  chaft  Penelope's  Defires ,  3© 

And  wanton  Circe's  Fires, 
With  various  Heats  for  one  Ulyjjes  Itrove : 

At  Noon  with  Wine  the  fiery  Beams  aflwage 
Beneath  a  Shade  on  Beds  of  Grafs ', 

And  take  a  Chirping  Glafs  ,  3 J 

But  drink  not  on  till  Mirth  boils  up  to  Uage. 

Ne'er  fear  thy  old  Gallant ,  He's  far  away , 
He  fhall  not  fee ,  nor  feize ,  nor  tear 
Thy  Chaplet  from  thy  Hairj 
We  ftiall  have  leifure ,  and  have  room  to  play.      40 

ODE    XVIII. 

Wine  moderately  taken  cheers  the  Mindy   but  to% 
much  makes  Men  mad, 

DEAR  Varus  urge  thy  wife  Defign, 
And  chiefly  plant  the  noble  Vine 
In  Tibur's  fertile  Shade, 
Or  round  Catilles  Wall  , 
The  fober  Dotards  Cares  invade ,  S 

And  numerous  Mifchiefs  wait  on  all. 
Pale  Cares  are  rude , 
And  mufl  intrude 
Until  forgetful  Cups  go  round  '■> 
And  who  in  drink  doth  prate  of  Wars ,         i  o 
Of  Want,  or  State  Affairs? 
Each  Head  is  free,  and  bufie  Thoughts  are  drown'di 
But  Mirth ,  and  Women ,  Sport ,  and  Play 
Is  all  the  trouble  of  the  Day. 
But  left  thy  growing  Mirth  furpafs  if 

The  moderate  freedom  of  a  merry  Glafs , 
Think  on  the  Centaurs  Blood  5 
Think  how  thofe  Beafls  did  fight. 
With  Wine  and  Gore  their  Tables  flow'd; 
And  then  command  thy  Appetite.  10 
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What  wild  Defires, 

What  Madnefs  fires 
The  Thracian  Bruits  j  how  fierce  a  God , 
When  Drunken  They  all  Right  and  Jufl 

Do  meafure  by  their  Luft,  2j 

And  eagerly  rufh  on  to  Brawls  and  Blood  ? 
Attending  Death  ftrikes  every  Gueft , 
And  none  furvive  the  fatal  Feaft, 

Submitting  to  thy  eafie  Yoke 

I'll  freely  ufe,  but  ne'er  provoke  3« 

Thy  Rage ,  obliging  God  j 

Nor  (hall  my  Tongue  reveal 
To  the  prophane  and  common  Crowd 
The  Myfteries  thy  Boughs  conceal : 

Prefer ve  my  Age  35 

From  drunken  Rage, 
Which  blind  Self-love  does  ftill  attend. 
With  Vanity ,  which  loves  to  fpread 
Her  Plumes ,  and  raife  her  Head 
Above  the  Common  level  of  her  Friend  >  40 

With  thefe ,  with  an  uneven  Pace , 
Walks  broaken  Faith ,  which  lets  all  Secrets  pafs , 
Much  more  tranfparent  than  a  Glafs, 

ODE  XIX.    To  Glycera. 

He  cotifejfeth  his  Love, 

THE  cruel  Mother  of  Defires 
And  wanton  Youth ,  reproves , 
And  bids  me,  rais'd  by  'Bacchus  Fires j 
Reftore  my  felf  to  my  forfaken  Loves : 

Fair  Glycera  my  Wi(h  provokes ,  j 

More  white  than  poliiht  Marble  Stone  s 
Inviting  ,  coy  and  flippery  Looks , 
Coy  Looks ,  too  flippery  to  be  ga2.*d  upon. 
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Now  Venus  leaves  her  Cyprian  Seats , 
And  fills  my  Soul  with  all  her  Heats  j  lo 

Bids  me  not  mind  the  Parthia?i  Force , 
When  dreadfiil  on  his  Flying  Horfe 
He  makes  his  proud  and  conquering  Retreats* 

All  that  I  think  on  muft  be  Love ; 
Bring  Wine,  my  Boys,  an  Altar  rear,  1$ 

A  tender  Lamb  perhaps  may  move , 
And  make  the  angry  Goddefs  lefs  fevere, 

ODE    XX. 

He  invites  Mecsenas  to  take  a  "Bottle  of  Winis 
at  his  Houfe. 

POOR  Sabine  Wine,  in  Cups  as  poor, 
Is  all  my  prefent  ftore  j 
'T  was  bottled  then,  when  You,  my  Lord> 
In  crowded  Theaters  adorM  , 

Smooth  Tyber's  Banks  around  S 

Returned  the  joyful  Sound, 
And  babling  Eccho's  the  glad  ftiouts  reftor'd^ 

Rich  Casks  from  the  Calenian  Vine, 

Or  fmooth  Cacubian  Wine 
Your  Cellar  ftore  :  but  meaner  Juice  ig 

Contented  I  muft  humbly  ufe  j 

My  Cups  the  Formian  Hill 

Nor  the  Falemian  fill  s 
*Tis  Wealth's  great  privilege  to  be  profulc. 
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ODE    XXI. 

He  exhorts  the  'Boys  and  Maids  to  fing  xA.polIo-'i  - 
and  Diana'f  'Praise, 

YE  tender  Maids ,  Diana  fing  \ 
Apollo  Praife  ,  Ye  rilmg  Boys , 
And  both  to  equal  Honours  bring  \ 
Latona  too,  whom  mighty  Jove 

Did  deeply  love  ,  j 

And  Ihow  the  pious  Duty  of  your  Joys. 

Diana  fing ,  Diana  loves 
The  purling  Springs  that  fbftly  flow , 
The  pleafing  Woods  and  quiet  Groves 
That  fliady  Erymanthm  bears,  •  i© 

Or  Cragis  rears, 
Or  In  cold  Algidttm  but  flowly  grow. 

Ye  Males ,  with  equal  Songs ,  rehearfe 
The  flowry  Tempe's  open  Air, 
Or  fing,  with  an  immortal  Verfe,  ij- 

Fair  Delos  Ifle,  the  happy  Earth 
That  gave  him  Birth ; 
His  charming  Harp  ,  his  Bow ,  ajid  graceful  Hair. 

He ,  by  your  pious  Vows  o'ercome  , 
Pale  Famine ,  and  rough  Wars  fhall  drive     20 
From  Cicfar 3  and  his  happy  Rone  , 
And  make  thofe  raging  Plagues  infefl 
The  diilant  Weft : 
V/hilft  we  in  wanton  Peace  and  Plenty  live. 
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ODE    XXII. 

tTothmg  v&ill  hurt  a  good  innocent  Mafi  ,   ani  ^ 
faithful  Lover » 

A  Man  unfiainM  ,  and  pure  from  Sin , 
No  Qiiiver  fraught  with  poyfon'd  Heads, 
No  Africk  Javelin  needs , 
He  has  a  Guard  and  Arms  within  : 

Whether  o'er  Syrtes  wandring  Sand§  j  S 

Or  bruitifli  Caucafus  he  goes , 

Or  where  Hydafpes  flows 
And  fwiftly  cuts  the  favage  Lands : 

Of  late  ,  when  Cares  forfbok  my  !Head , 

I  ftray'd  and  fang  i'th*  Sabine  Grove  lo 

My  Lalage,  my  Love, 
A  Wolf  fa w  me  unarmM  ,  and  fled  : 

A  Beafl:  fo  large  did  never  roar 

I*th*  Daunian  Woods ,  and  fright  the  Swains , 

Nor  in  her  burning  Plains  iS 

The  Lyons  Dry-Nurfe  Africh  bore  : 

So  place  me  wher6  no  Sun  appears, 
Or  wrapt  in  Clouds  or  drown'd  in  Tears: 
Where  Woods  with  whirling  Tempefts  tofl:^ 
Where  no  relieving  Summers  Breeze  fto 

Poes  murmur  thro'  the  Trees, 
Eut  all  lyes  bound  and  fixt  in  Froft; 

Or  place  me  where  the  fjorching  Sun , 

With  Beams  too  near ,  doth  burn  the  Zone ; 

Yet  fearlefs  there  I'll  gladly  rove ,  ay 

Let  frowning  ,  or  let  fmiling  Fate 

Or  curfe,  or  blefs  my  State, 
Sweet  fmiling  Lala^s  Vll  always  love. 
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ODE    XXIII. 

ile  tells  his  young  Mijlrefs  that  Jhe  Is  noto  of  Ai€  p 
and  need  not  be  afraid  of  him* 

YOXJ  fly  me ,  Maid ,  as  tender  Fawns 
5eek  abfenc  Dams  in  deep  Defpair , 
O'er  craggy  Rocks,  o'er  Woods  and  Lawns j 
And  idly  fear  at  every  breath  of  Air. 

If  Winds  do  whiftle  thro*  the  Grove,  y 

O;:  ruffle  Vines  ,  they  quickly  ftart; 
If  Lixzards  in  a  Bramble  move , 

An  icy  trembling  runs  thro'  every  part. 

•Not  Tyger  I  or  angry  3076 

Purliie  Thee,  Chloe,  to  deftrof -,  10 

Attend  thy  Mother's  heels  no  more, 

Now  grown  mature  for  Man ,  and  ripe  for  Joy* 

9DE    XXIV. 

fie  toynfortjs  Virgil  ,  mourning  for  the  Death 
of  hii  Friend* 

(fhall  end 

AND  who  can  grieve  too  much  ?    what  time 
Our  Mourning  for  fo  dear  a  Friend  ? 
Me!po'mene  ,   whom  Jove  hath  bleft 
With  melting  Voice ,  and  mournful  Tongue  > 
And  with  a  Harp  above  the  reft  f 

Hath  .gracM ,  begin  the  melanchoUy  Song. 

And  doth-eternal  Sleep  clofe  Farm  Eyes? 
How  foon  our  Pride  and  Glory  dyes ! 
And  where  will  equal  Juftice  find , 
Where  fteady  Faith  and  naked  Truth  10 

So  generous ,  and  fo  great  a  Mind  ? 

And  where  an  Equal  to  the  falling  Youth  ? 
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To  be  bev,^aird  by  all  the  Good ,_  the  Juft , 
He  fells  by  you,  dear  Virgil ,  mofts 
By  you,  who  now  dofl:  mourn  in  vain,         is 
By  Pious  you ,  who  idly  pray 
To 'have  thy  Varips  back  again; 

He  was  not  lent  thee  for  a  longer  ftay. 

Could  you  with  fofcer  touch  than  Orphem  move 

The  Harp  that  drew  the  lill'ning  Grove ,        20 
The  Grove  that  danc'd  to  Tunes  he  play'd  i 
Yet  Blood  and  Bones  would  fcarce  return. 
Nor  Flefli  to  cloath  the  empty  Shade , 

The  Shade  that  once  lay  naked  in  the  Urn. 

Which  Mercury ,  a  hard  uneafie  God  2.  j* 

To  open  Fate,  v/ich  frightful  Rod 
Hath  driven  thro*  the  gloomy  Air , 
And  fhut  ambngft  the  Shades  of  Night  : 
'Tis  hard:  but  when  we  needs  muftbear, 

Enduring  Patience  makes  the  Burthen  light.  30 

ODE    XXV. 

■   He  Inffilts  over^  hif'  MiJ^refs  Lydld.  ,-  nojv 
groton  Old. 

HA,  Ha!  Thy  Tradeat  lafl  is  done,     ' 
And  all  thy  wanton  Lovers  gone  I 
No  fighing  Youths  attend  thy  State , 
There's  no  fuch  rattling  at  thy  Door 

As  heretofore :  j 

And  now  thy.  Tbreflioid  loves  thy  quiet  Gate. 

Now  you. may  refl  fecure  frorn.  Noiie;,-   \ 
And  fadly  dream  of  former  Joysi    :,     ,-.  .^ 
You  feldom  hear  defpairing  Sighs, 
My  Lydia  refls  in  foft  Delight  10 

All  the  long  Night , 
Whiifl  here  her  frathfid  Lover  pines ,  and  dies. 


<0  D  E  XXVI.  Lib.  I.       25^ 

Now,  npw  'tis  thine,  tiiine  turn  to  moan 
The  haughty  Wantons  all  alone  : 
Now  to  a  ftiady  Grove  retire  ,  •     ij* 

Whilfi  Winds ,  as  cold  as  thy  dull  AgQ , 
Do  fiercely  rage, 
And  cool  tl;ie  poor  remainders  of  thy  Fire* 

When  Luft ,  as  fierce  as  Mares  defires , 
Thy  ulcerous  Heart  and  Liver  fires,  20 

Then  thou  {halt  mourn,  but  mourn  in  vain, 
That  wanton  Youth  feeks  blooming  Charms , 
And  greener  Arms  i 
Whilft  longing  Age  ftill  meets  with  cold  Difdain. 

Then  thou  fhalt  think  on  Sweets  before ,  '     zf 
And  die  at  the  defpairing  Thought,  No  more* 

ODE     XXVI 

He  dejires  his  Mnfe  to  commend  hh 
Friend  Lamia. 

I,  the  Mufes  merry  Friend, 
Deliver  all  my  bufie  Cares 
Unto  the  v/anton  Wind; 
What  Tyrant  of  the  North 
Leads  dreadful  Armies  forth'  S 

Secure  alone ,  and  laugh  at  others  fears. 

Sweet  Mufe ,  that  doft  delight  to  fing 
In  Strains  to  Roman  Ears  unknown. 

And  tafte  the  Virgin  Spring  -, 

Trace  o'^er  the  ihady  Bowers ,  i^ 

And  gather  fweetefl  Flowers  ; 
And  wr:a:h  my  L^j-niaj  wrsarh  a  noble  Crown.. 
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What  Honours  I ,  without  thy  aid , 
Beftow  to  grace  my  Friends,  are  vain 5 

My  Crowns  will  quickly  fade  :  if 

You,  Mufe,  and  all  the  Nine  /hould  raife 
In  new  Alcai'cks  Lamia* s  Praife , 
And  make  him  live  in  an  unufual  Strain. 

ODE    XXVII. 

He  advifeth  his  Friends  not  to  quarrel  m 
their  Drink, 

AMidfl  our  Cups  for  Mirth  defign'd  9 
To  fight  and  quarrel ,  fuits 
Rough  Thracian  Brutes  j 
But  not  the  fober  temper  of  a  Friends 

This  favage  Humour ,  Sirs ,  forbear  >  i 

And  free  the  modefl  God 
From  brav/ls  and  blood  i 
And  let  your  Humour ,  as  your  Wine ,  be  clear. 

How  Cups  and  Swords  do  difagree ! 

Then  give  your  fighting  o're ,  o 

And  brawl  no  more^ 
But  fit ,  and  keep  your  Elbows  down  like  me. 

If  you  will  have  the  Glafs  go  round  > 
Then  tell  from  what  fair  Eyes 

The  Arrow  flies;  if 

What  Beauty  makes  thee  happy  in  a  wound, 

Not  tell !  nay  then  the  Glafs  remove : 
Whatever  Charms  enfnare 
Thy  Heart,  are  fairs 
You  never  fm  in  a  difhoneft  Love.  'Z9 

Tell  boldly,  tell  thy  generous  Flame j 
This  is  no  leaky  Ear , 
Nor  what  I  hear 
Shall  my  ioofe  Topgue  pour  ouc  to  commoa  Fame* 
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Unhappy  Youth!  doth  She  furprize?  2.f 

And  have  her  Flames  poflefs'd 
Thy  burning  Breaft  ? 
Thou  didft  deferve  a  Dart  from  kinder  Eyes. 

Undone !  for  no  Thejfalian  Charou 

Nor  e*en  the  winged  Horfe  30 

Can  break  her  force, 
And  free  Thee  from  this  llrange  Chimera's  Arms. 

ODE    XXVIII. 

Architas  5   a  Mathematician  ^  being  Jhipwrack'dy   is 

re^refe-nted  heggitig  a  Seaman  to  bury  him  ,    and 

denouncing  Vengeance  on  him  if  he  negle&s 

his  Rei^ueft, 

A  narrow  Grave  by  the  Matinian  Shore    (more. 
Confines  thee  now,   and  thou  can' ft  have  no 
Ah  learn'd  Architas ,  ah  how  fmall  for  Thee 
Whofe  wond'rous  Mind  could  meafure  Earth  and  Sea! 
What  Sands  make  up  the  Shore  minutely  teach ,    $ 
And  count  as  far  as  Number's  felf  could  reach ! 
What  did  it  profit  that  thy  nimble  Soul 
Had  traveird  Heav'n,  /and  oft  ran  round  the  Pole, 
PurfuM  the  motions  of  the  rowling  Light, 
When  Death  came  on  ,  and  fpread  a  gloomy  Night  !io 
Wife  Tantalus ,  the  Gueil  of  Gods  ,  is  dead , 
And  on  ftrange  Wings  the  changM  Tithonus  fled : 
Jove*s  Friend,  juft  Minos-,  hath  refign'd  his  Breath  > 
And  wife  Pythagoras  felt  a  fecond  Deaths 
Altho'  his  Trojan  Shield,  «iid  former  State  if 

Did  prove  his  Soul  above  the  force  of  Fate  s   fhand , 
Withdrew  the  Mind  from  Death's  black  conquering 
And  left  but  Skin  and  Bones  at  Fate's  Command  ;  ^ 
In  thy  Opinion  he  did  moft  excell , 
Difcover'd  Truth,  and  foUow'd  Nature  well:      a.o 
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But  once  o'er  all  long  Night  her  fliades  will  Ipread, 
And  all  miift  walk  the  Valleys  of  the  Dead : 
Some  Rage  fpurs  on,  and  Death  attends  in  Warss 
The  Sea  deilroys  the  greedy  Marriners : 
The  Young  and  Old  confus'd  by  numbers  fall,      2,5 
And  Death  with  equal  hand  doth  ftrike  at  all: 
A  boylterous  Storm  my  feeble  Tackling  tore , 
And  left  one  naked  on  th'  lUyrian  Shore  : 
But ,  Seaman ,  pray  be  juft ,  put  near  the  Land  > 
Befiow  a  Grave ,  and  hide  my  limbs  in  Sand  :       3.0 
So  may  the  threatening  Eaft  Winds  fpare  the  Floods? 
And  idly  fpcnd  their  rage  on  Hills  and  Woods  > 
Wliilffc  you  ride  fafely  s  fo  from  every  Shore 
May  Gain  flow  in ,  and  feed  thy  growing  Store ; 
Ivlay  Jove  and  Nepune  3  foft  TarentJim's  Guard ,    35" 
Confpire  to  blefs ,  and  joyn  in  one  Reward. 
Perhaps  you  fcorn ,  and  are  defign'dly  bafe , 
Thy  Crime  fhali  damn  thy  undeferving  Race; 
Thy  Pride,  vain  Man,  fliall  on  thy  felf  return, 
Thou  naked  lie  ,  and  be  the  Publick  Scorn  :  40 

My  Prayers  Ihall  mount,and  pull  juft  Vengeance  down? 
No  Offerings  lliall  releafe ,  no  Vows  attone* 
Tho'  hafty  now,  driv'n  by  a  profperous  Gale, 
('Tis  quickly  done)  thrice  ftrewche  Sand,  and  Sail. 

ODE  XXIX.     To  Iccius, 

ji  ThHofo^her  i    who  had  left  his  Study  3  and  rvas 
refol-x/^d  to  go  to  War, 

YOU  envy,  led  us,  tke  Arabian's  Store? 
Their  precious  Gums ,  and  Ivory  Beds » 
And  art  refolv'd  for  War  j 
For  fierce  Sahean  Kings  ne'er  fought  before, 

And  dreadful  Medes  f 

Your  Scourges  knit  ^  and  Roman  Chains  preparec. 
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What  lovely  Virgin  when  her  Lover's  kill'd 
Shall  wait  on  thee ,  and  call  thee  Lord  ? 
What  perfum'd  Royal  Boy, 
To  {hoot  in's  Father's  Bow  exa6tiy  skill'd  >  lo 

Attend  thy  Boards 
And  ferve  thy  Pleafure  in  another  Joy  ? 

Who  now  dares  fay  that  Streams  muft  flow 
From  Mountains  tops  to  Vales  below. 

And  not  to  th'  Springs  return?  ij 

Or  who  deny  but  Tyker's  wondrous  Stream 

May  Hills  contemn , 
And  fwiftly  rowl  back  to  his  lofty  Urn  ? 

When  you  can  change  for  Shieldjand  Sword,  and  Dare, 
And  the  bafe  Drudgery  of  Wars,  2.0 

What  e'er  Contentment  brings 
Vdn.ttM  Works ,  thy  coftly  Books  of  Art  3 

And  Plato's  Cares  s 
The'  once  I'm  fure  you  promised  better  things. 

ODE     XXX. 

He  hegs  Venus  to  come  to  the  Temple  which  his 
Glycera  h^td  frepar'd. 

Kind  VentiSy  leave  the  Paphiim  lile  >- 
And  live>  with  Glycera  a  wiiile  j 
A  noble  Temple  Ihe  prepares , 
With  Incenfe  fweet  thine  Altars  fmoak. 
Thy  Prefence  numerous  Vows  invoke  s  f 

She  calls  thee  with  a  thoufand  Prayers. 

The  Graces  with  their  zones  unloos'd. 

The  Nymphs  their  Beauties  all  expos'd 

From  every  Spring,,  and  every  Plains 

Thy  powerful,  hot,  and  winged  Boy,  i> 

And  Youth  that's  dull  without  thy  Joy, 
And  Mercury  compofe  thy  Tra,in,. 
B  J 
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ODE    XXXL 

The  Poet's  Wtjh. 

WHat  will  the  Poet  beg  to  day 
From  Phcebm  in  his  hallow'd  Shrine* 
For  what  doth  he  defign  to  pray , 
Whilft  thus  he  pours  his  holy  Wine^ 

Not  fat  Sardinia's  fruitful  Crops  ?  ^ 

Nor  Flocks  that  hot  Calabria  feeds , 
Nor  Gold  J  nor  Ivory  raife  his  hopes ; 

Thofe  Toys  he  neither  loves ,  nor  needs* 

Not  thofe  rich  Fields ,  where  Lyris  runs 

With  quiet  Streams,  and  wanton  play?  ^^ 

The  fmootheft  of  the  Ocean's  Sons, 
And  gently  eats  his  eafie  way. 

Let  him  that  has  one ,  prune  his  Vine  j 
The  Merchant  now  come  fafe  to  Land 

In  golden  Gobblets  quaff  the  Wine  ,  ^S 

His  Syrian  Wares  and  Voyage  gain*d> 

He  5  chiefefl  Darling  of  the  Gods  j 
For  tv/ice  a  Year  he  plows  the  Main> 

He  rides  the  proud  Atlanticli  Floods , 

And  yet  makes  fafe  Returns  again!  2.0 

Me  Chicory  and  Olities  feed  ? 

Me  loos'ning  Mallows  nobly  feafl ; 
They  give  what  Nature's  Wants  can  need  > 
And  kindly  fill  the  eafie  Gueft. 

A  Mind  to  ufe  my  prefent  Store  2.5^ 

With  Health  and  Life ,  but  not  fo  long 

As  brings  Contempt ,  or  cramps  my  Song  y 
Grant  thi«;  ^pllo^  and  I  ask  no  more^ 
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ODE    XXXII. 

To  his  Har^j  whofe  ajfifiartcc  he  dejtres* 

IF,  underneath  a  Myrtle  fliade^ 
When  free  from  Bufinefs ,  I  have  play'd 
What  may  this  Year  >  and  more  command  s 
Begin)  fweet  Harp,  a  Roman  Strain, 
Thofe  Meafures  and  thofe  Tunes  maintaixi        5 
Firft  flxuck  by  great  Alceus  noble  Hand. 

He  fierce  in  Arms  >  yet  midfl  his  Cares  a 
When  Dangers  prefs'dj  and  noifie  Wars, 
And  {lain'd  his  charming  Harp  with  Blood  ; 
Or  when  he  ftem'd  the  angry  Seas*  i« 

Or  when  arrived  he  fat  at  eafe. 
And  laugh' d  at  all  the  fury  of  the  Flood : 

The  Mufes  he  in  founding  Verfe 
Would  fmg  i  and  Veum  Praife  rehearfe?. 
With  her  attending  wanton  Boy:'  ly 

Or  Lyco's  Face 3  furprizing  fair? 
With  lovely  Eyes,  and  auburn  Hair^. 
By  Nature  fitted  to  entice  to  Joy.. 

Great  Vhxbtis  Glory>  Phtehtts  Love, 
And  welcome  to  the  Feafts  of  7<''^^»^  ^^ 

Thou ,  great  Reliever  of  my  Care  % 
When  e'er  I  beg  thy  aid^  attend » 
AfTift  the  Verfes  of  thy  Friend , 
And  time  my  Songs  for  mighty  C^far'$  Ear- 


1  6 


3<J     O  D  E  XXXIII.    Lib.  I. 
ODE    XXXIII. 

He^tomforts  his  Friend i   who  had  ill  Sucsep 

in  his  Amours, 

•Ome,dry  thine  Eyes,  and  ceafe  to  mourn, 
Think  not  too  much  on  Glycera's  Scorn : 
Let  no  complaining  Songs  proclaim, 
That  fhe ,  regardlefs  of  her  Vows , 

Her  wanton  Smiles  bellows  j? 

Upon  a  later ,  and  a  meaner  Flame. 

Fair  Lycoris  for  Cyrus  burns, 
She  loves  3  but  meets  no  kind  return*; 
lU-namr'd  Fhoice  Cyrm  charms : 
But  fooner  ihall  the  Lambs  agree  lo 

With  cruel  Wolves  ,  than  Ihe 
Shall  take  fo  bafe  a  Wanton  in  her  Arms. 

Thus  Vrnrn  fports,  the  Rich,  the  Bafe  a. 

Unlike  in  Fortune  ,  and  in  Face, 

To  difagreeing  Love  provokes  s  I  J* 

When  cruelly  jocofe 

She  ties  the  fatal  Noofe, 
And  binds  Unequals  to  the  braien  Yokes. 

This  Is  the  Fate  that  all  muft  prove. 
The  fure  Unhappinefs  of  Love  i  z« 

Whilfc  fairer  Virgins  did  adore 
And  courted  me,  I  Myrtale  woo'd. 
As  rough  as  Adria's  Flood  % 
That  bends  the  Creek«  of  the  Cfihbrimi  Shore* 
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O  D  E     XXXIV. 

Ue  rejbhes  to  he  religious  y  and  follow  Epicurirs*/ 
Thilofo^hy  no  more, 

I    that  but  feldom  did  adore  ^ 
3  I J  that  no  God  but  Pleafure  knew> 
Whilft  mad  Philofophy  did  blind , 
And  Epi cunts  fool'd  my  Mind , 
Muft  keep  that  impious  Courfe  no  morej  J 

But  turn  my  Sails ,  and  iteer  anew*.        ' 

For  angry  Jove ,  with  mighty  force  j 

Whilft  all  the  Skies  were  bright  and  clear  ^ 

Shot  thro'  the  Heav'n  with  pointed  flame  > 

And  ihook  the  Univerfal  Frames  »i^ 

He  lately  drove  his  thundering  Horfe 

And  flaming  Chariot  thro'  the  Air^ 

This  fliook  the  Earth  and  wandring  Streams, 
This  Noife  difcurb'd  the  quiet  Dead  i 
Tbro'  muddy  Styx  3  thro'  all  beneath  j  if. 

And  thro'  the  fiiady  Walks  of  Death , 
Quick  Lightning  ihot  unuflial  Beams  > 
-   The  Ghoflis  beheld  the  light  j  and  fled*. 

He  brings  the  mofl  Obfcure  to  Light  5 

And.  robs  the  Glorious  of  a  Crown;  20^ 

Now  tumbles  down  the  midhty  Proud  > 

And  makes  them  know  there  is  a  God  a 

Now  kicks  the  lofty  into  Night, 

And  feats  the  Peafant  in  a  Throne^ 
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ODE    XXXV. 

To  Fortune  >  whom  he  celebrates  i  and  begs  t9 
prefer ve  Csefar, 

GReat  Goddefs ,  Antium*s  Guardian  Pow'r*. 
Whofe  force  is  ftrong  and  quick  to  raife 
The  loweft  to  the  higheft  place ; 
Or  with  a  wond'rous  fall 
To  bring  the  haughty  lower ;  s 

i\nd  turn  proud  Triumphs  to  a  Funeral*^ 

The  labouring  Swain  thy  aid  implores  > 
His  Pray'rs  are  mixt  of  Fear  and  Hope 
On  thee  depending  for  his  Crop  jr 

The  Merchants  thee  conf efs ,  i « 

WheiT  far  removed  from  Shores , 
And  bow  to  thee  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Seas* 

To  thee  their  Vows  rough  Germans  pay* 

To  thee  the  wandring  Scythians  bend , 

Thee  mighty  Rome  proclaims  a  Friend :  is 

And  for  their  Tyrant  Sons 

The  barbarous  Mothers  pray 
To  thee ,  the  greateft  Guardian  of  their  Thronefi  : 

They  bend  ,  they  vow  ,  and  ftill  they  fear 
Left  you  Ihould  kick  their  Empire  down       ao 
And  cloud  the  glory  of  their  Crown  ^r 

They  fear  that  you  would  raife 

The  lazy  Crowd  to  War  , 
And  break  their  Empire  ;>  or  confine  their  Praiie^ 

NeceiEty  ftill  ftalks  before »  2^ 

And  leads  the  way  with  poys'hous  Breath  > 
And  all  the  Inftruments  of  Death  j 

Sharp  Swords ,  and  Wheels  and  RackS:^ 

That  flow  with  putrid  Gore, 
Her  brazen  Hand  to  fi-ight  the  Nations  {hakeSp.     3.0 
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Sure  Hope  >  and  Friendfhip  cloath'd  in  white 
Attend  on  thee ,  they  ftill  remain 
The  chiefefl  Glories  of  thy  Train  y  - 

Tho'  you  inrag'd  retreat , 

And  with  a  hafly  flight ,  55 

Thy  Garment  changed ,  forfake  the  falling  Great* 

But  the  bafe  Crowd,  the  perjur'd  Whore> 
And  when  the  Casks  of  Wine  are  dry , 
The  falfe  Pretenders  quickly  fly  > 

They  all  refufe  to  bend  4.0 

With  the  declining  Poor, 
And  take  the  heavy  Yoke  to  eafe  their  Friend* 

( 
Preferve  Great  Cd^arp  Cafar  leads 
To  diftant  Xritam,  guide  his  Fate, 
And  keep  the  Glory  of  our  State,  4J 

The  Youth  that  muil  inf eft 
With  Arms  the  haughty  Medes; 
And  fcatt^r  Fears  and  Slavery  thro*  the  Eaft*. 

I  blufli  at  the  dillioneft  fhow ,    W 

I  die  to  ffee  the  Wounds  and  Scars  j  /:; 

Thofe  Glories  of  our  Civil  War^o- 

What  Sins ,  a  curfed  Age , 

Were  we  afraid  to  do , 
.4nd  what  hatli  fcap'd  the  fury  of  our  Rage  ? 

What  dread  of  Heaven  ,  or  fears  of  Hell  fs 

Could  ftop  the  Impious  daring  hand  ? 
And  was  not  every  Shrine  prop han'd? 

Oh ,  wouldft  thou  quickly  whet 

Our  impious  blunted  Steel , 
iTo  fight  the  bold  Arabian  9  and  the  Gct$^.  6^ 
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ODE    XXXVI. 

A  Welcome  to  his  dear  Friend  Lamia. 

''Tni  S  pious  Duty  now  to  praife 

JL    With  Incenfe ,  Songs  and  facred  Lays , 
And  with  a  promised  Heifer's  blood , 
My  Numida's  kind  Guardian  God : 
Who  fafely  now  returned  again 
From  the  remotefl  Parts  of  Spain  , 
To  thronging  Friends  on  every  fide 
A  thouland  KifTes  does  divide  i 
JBut  Deareft  Lamia,  rnoft  receives , 
And  takes  as  gladly  as  he  gives  :  lo 

Their  equal  Love  at  School  began , 
Both  the  fame  Race  of  Virtue  ranj 
And  both  at  once  grew  up  to  Man : 
Be  every  Head  with  Garlands  crownM  > 
And  let  the  flowing  Bowl  go  round  :  i / 

Let  fading  Lillies  and  the  Rofe 
Their  beauty  and  their  fmells  difclofes 
Let  long-liv'd  Parfly  grace  the  Feaft, 
And  gently  cool  the  heated  Guefl: ; 
Then  all  on  bjauteous  Damalis  2,0 

Shall  lofe  their  gloacing  wanton  Eyes; 
But  her  no  Charms  no  Nods  fhall  move? 
And  none  divide  her  from  her  Lovei 
She  fhall  imbrace  her  young  Gallant 
As  twining'  Ivy  clafps  the  growing  Plant*  xs 
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ODE    XXXVIL 

On  Cxhi's  ViSfory  over  Antony  and 
Cleopatra. 

NOW,  now,  'tis  time  to  dance  and  play,] 
And  drink,  and  frolick  all  the  Days 
'Tis  time,  my  Friends,  to  banilh  Care; 
And  coffly  Feaits, 
With  thankful  Hearts ,  prepare  S 

Inhallow'd  Shrines  ,  and  make  the  Gods  your  Guells* 

'Twas  Treafon  once  to  fport  a  Flask, 

And  Sin  to  pierce  the  noble  Cask , 

Whilft  nought  but  boading  Fears  were  feen 

For  Ills  to  come ;  i^ 

When  Eiyffs  haughty  Queen, 
With  withered  Eunuchs,  threatened  mighty  RoTW^r 

A  Woman  vain ,  whofe  Hopes  could  rife 
To  fuch  impolHbilities ! 

A  Woman  drunk  with  fweet  fliecefs;  i$ 

Whom  fmiling  Fate 
Had  brought  to  dare  no  lefs 
Than  Cafar's  Fortune ,  and  the  Roman  State,. 

But  foon  her  Pride  to  Fears  retir'd^ 
When  all  her  Ships  were  funk  or  fir'ds  s-cj 

And  real  dread  pofleft  her  Mind  , 
When  Cicfar's  Oars 
Did  prefs  fo  clofe  behind , 
And  bore  his  Navy  to  the  frigiited  Shores , 

(As  Hawks  purfue  the  trembling  Doves,       2.5 
Thro*  open  Fields  or  Ihady  Groves  s 
Or  as  fwift  Huntfmen  chace  the  Deer 
Thro'  ThracLm  Plains , 
That  fly  as  wing'd  with  fear) 
To  bring  the  ftt^  Mpnfter  mo  Chains.  5a 
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But  She  defignM  a  nobler  Fate , 
And  falling  would  appear  as  great 
As  when  She  fingly  fill'd  the  Throne^ 
No  fears  betray'd , 
Nor  fled  to  Coafts  unknown  jj" 

To  live  fecure  >  or  meanly  beg  for  Aid. 

Her  falling  Throne  with  fmiling  look 

She  boldly  faw  j  fhe  dar'd  provoke 

Fierce  Serpents  rough  with  poys*nous  trains , 

To  dart  their  Tongue ,  43 

'    And  fill  her  dying  Veins  s 
Grown  furious  now  on  Death  refolv'd  fo  long : 

The  flout  Liburnian  Ships  ,  the  Fame 
And  lafting  glory  of  her  Shame , 
She  envy'd  s  fhe ,  a  Soul  too  proud  a  4/ 

Too  haughty  to  be  feen 
Amongfl  the  private  Crowd  ? 
And  grace  a  Triumph  lefs  than  Egypt's  Queen. 

ODE    XXXVIIL 

He  tells  his  'Boy  that  he  flwnld  not  take  too  muck 
care  ahcut  his  E'ntertainmcnts, 

I  Hate ,  my  Boy ,  I  deeply  hate 
The  ufelefs  Perjtan  Pomp  and  State : 
Crowns  wrought  with  too  much  art  difpleafe  i 
Forbear  to  feek  the  blufhing  Rofe , 
Or  where  the  beauteous  Lilly  grows,  % 

Such  Toil  diflurbs  our  Eafe: 

A  negligent  and  fimple  Drefs 
Thoughts  free  from  Cares  will  mofl:  exprefs  5 
Thy  Front  J  my  Boy:,  thy  Front,  and  mine 
A  Myrtle  Crown  will  belt  become ,  ic 

Whiift  I  fit  and  quaff  at  Home , 
Beneath  my  lliady  Vine. 

The  End.  of  the  jirji  'Book, 
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O  D  E  I.     To  PoLLio. 

Hs  defirei-  him  to  forbear  writing  Xragediet 
till  he  had  fettled  the  State. 

SAD  Prifbners  Guard,  and  Glory  of  the  Bars 
The  Senate's  Oracle j  and  great  in  War, 
Whofe  Faith  and  Virtue  all  proclaims 
To  whom  the  German  Triumph  won 

Eternal  Fame,  ^ 

And  never-fading  Glories  of  a  Crown : 

The  Grounds  and  Vices  of  our  Wars , 

Our  Civil  Dangers  and  our  Fears , 

The  fport  of  Chance  ,  and  turns  of  Fate , 

And  impious  Arms  that  flow'd  I* 

With  yet  unexpiated  Blood  i 

Tl^e  great  Triumvirate, 
And  their  Leagues  fatal  to  the  Roman  State; 
A  dangerous  Work  you  write ,  and  tread 
O'er  Flames  by  treacherous  Aflies  hids  ij 

Yet  this  you  write  5  and  give  to  Fame 
A  lafting  Moaumeat  of  our  Fa^hejfs^  Shaj^Q , 
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Bat  hold  thy  mourning  Mufe ,  forbear 
To  tread  the  crowded  Theater , 
Till  Qiiiet,  fpread  o'er  State- Affairs,  2a 

Shall  lend  thee  time  for  meaner  Cares  j 
And  then  infpirM  with  Tragick  Rac-e 
Return  to  the  forfaken  S"tage , 
iAnd  mourn  the  Faults  and  Follies  of  the  Age. 

Methlnks  the  Trumpet's  threatning  Sound     2j; 
Biflurbsour  Reft  with  fierce  Alarms-, 

And  from  the  ftiining  Arms 
A  dreadful  lightning  fpreads  aroundj 

It  darts  pale  fear  through  ev'ry  Eye , 
The  Hoxfes  fhrt,  and  trembling  Riders  fly:         30 

Methinks  the  warlike  Captains  fhouts  areheard. 
With  fordid  duft  how  giorioufly  befmear'd  I 
In  Blood  I  fee  the  Soldiers  roul, 

I  fee  the  World  obey, 
All  yield  ,  and  own  great  Cafar^s  Sway ,         3/ 
Except  the  ftubborn  Cato's  haughty  §oul : 

Jffr,o,  diid  u4fri\k'S  Guardian  Pow'r, 
That  left  their  ruin'd  Seats  before , 
Unable  to  revenge  their  Fall , 
Hath  now  on  Ro/fie  returnM  Difgrace,  43 

And  oiFer'd  up  the  Vidor's  Race 
To  great  Jugmtha's  Qhoft,  and  Hcmiibal: 

What  Land  is  free ,  what  Plain 

Not  fattened  by  the  Roman  Slain  ? 
What  cannot  witnefs  by  the  Graves  it  fl>ows  4/ 

Our  Empire's  fall,  whofe  Noife  is  fpread 

O'er  Perjia  aad  the  diftant  Mede , 
The  Sport  and  Laughter  of  our  fmiling  Foes? 
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What  Lake  unftain'd  before 
Not  knows  our  War  ,  and  fwelis  with  LatianGote}  3*0 
What  Sea's  not  dy'd?  On  what  unhappy  Flood, 

On  what  remoter  Coaft , 

Have  not  our  Youth  been  lofl, 
Grown  impioufly  prodigal  of  their  blood  ? 

Enough  ,  my  Mufe ,  Complaints  forbear ,  fy 

With  me  to  Ihady  Grots  retire , 
Thy  Mourning  ceafc,  divert  thy  Carej 

And  thete  with  fofter  Touches  move  thy  Lyie. 

ODE  11. 

The  Free  and  Generotts    only  are   the 
ha^2y  •^<^»* 

DEAR  Friend,  whofe  generous  Thoiigtits  defpile 
The  creeping  Fears  of  Avarice, 
How  Silver  looks ,  how  mean  and  bafe , 
How  much  below  the  common  Brafs , 
Unlefs  a  moderate  ufe  refine ,  c 

A  value  give,  and  make  it  Ihine? 

Kind  ProcnlcHiS'i  jufl  and  good , 

In  Fame  as  noble  as  in  Blood , 

Who  with  a  Father's  care  did  grant 

Supplies,  and  eas'd  his  Brothers  Want,  iq 

Long ,  long  fiiall  live  y  furviving  Fame    - 

On  lafting  Wings  Ihall  bear  his  Name. 

That  Man  a  wider  Empire  gains 

That  his  own  craving  Wiih  reftrains. 

Than  he  whofe  Sword  and  wide  Command  i / 

Join  difliant  Spain  and  Libya's  Sand , 

Than  if  they  did  his  Arms  obey , 

And  either  Carthaie  own  his  Sway: 


^ 


ODE  III.    Lib.  It 


The  Dropfies  ftill  by  drink  increafe  > 

In  vain  are  all  our  hopes  of  Eafe  j  t.o 

The  Jaws  are  dry  >  the  TThirll  remains 

Until  the  fatal  Humours  ceafe  i 

Until  the  caufe  of  the  Difeafe 

Shall  leave  the  fwoln  and  craving  Veins : 

JPhraates  Rxt  in  Cyrits  Throne,  ^x 

AdorM  like  Perfia's  rifmg  SuH , 

True  Senfe ,  that  fcorns  the  People's  Teft  > 

Ne'er  ranks  among  the  happy  Bleiti 

From  cheats  of  Words  the  Crowd  file  brings 

To  real  Eftimate  of  things :  50 

To  him  file  gives ,  to  him  alone , 

The  Laurel ,  and  the;  lafting  Throne , 

Whofe  Eyes  can  unconcern'd  behold 

The  darling  Heaps  of  fhining  Gold  s 

Whofe  Mind  doth  never  Wealth  purfue>  55 

Nor  turn  to  make  a  fecond  View. 

ODE    IIL 

H?  advifeth  his  Friend  Delius  to  he  content ^ 
and  live  merrily* 

AN  even  Mind  in  ev'ry  State, 
Amidft  the  frowns  and  fmiles  of  Fate  > 
Dear  mortal  Delius^  always  fhov/s 
Let  not  too  much  of  cloudy  Fear,- 
Nor  too  intemperate  Joys  appear  y 

Or  to  contra£t ,  or  to  extend  thy  Brow : 

Whether  thy  dull  unhappy  Years 
Run  flowly  cloggM  with  Hopes  and  Fears  > 
And  fit  too  heavy  on  thy  Soul  s 
Or  whether  crown'd  on  Beds  of  Flow'rs        i-:^ 
Mirth  foftly  drives  thy  eafie  Hours , 
And  chears  thy  Spirits. with  the  choiceft  Bowl: 
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Where  Poplars  white,  the  lofty  Pine 
And  Myrtles  friendly  branches  joyn, 
And  hofpitable  Shades  compofe  i  ly 

Where  near  a  purling  Spring  doth  glide 
In  winding  Streams ,  and  foftly  chide 
The  interrupting  Pebble  as  it  flows : 

There  bring  thy  Witle ,  thy  Odors  fpread  > 
Let  fading  Rofes  crown  thy  Head ,  20 

Whilft  Wealth ,  and  Age  and  Life  will  bear ; 
For  you  muil  leave  your  Groves ,  your  Houfe  j 
And  Farm ,  where  yellow  Tiber  flows  i 
And  thy  heap'd  Wealth  ftiall  fill  thy  greedy  Heir, 

For ,  whether  fprung  from  Royal  Blood  >       2. j" 
Or  from  the  meaneft  of  the  Crowd , 
'Tis  all  a  Cafes  for  nought  can  fave? 
The  Hand  of  Fate  doth  flrlke  at  all , 
And  thou  art  furely  doom'd  to  fall 
A  Sacrifice  to  the  impartial  Grave.  50 

Our  Lots  are  caft ,  Fate  fliakes  the  Urn , 
And  each  Man's  Lot  muft  take  his  turns 
Some  foon  leap  out ,  and  fome  more  late : 
But  ftill  'tis  fure  each  Mortal's  Lot 
Will  doom  his  Soul  to  Charon's  Boat,  ^s 

To  bear  th'  eternal  Banifhment  of  Fate. 

ODE     IV. 

To  Xanthias  Phoceus ,  who  fell  in  Love  with 
his  Captive* 

DEAR  Xanthias ,  'tis  a  faulty  Shame  3 
Bluih  not  to  own  a  noble  Flame 
Rais'd  by  thy  Captive's  Charms  j 
The  fair  *Brifets  once  could  move 
Achilles  ftubborn  Soul  to  Love,  ^ 

And  force  the  haughty  Hej:oe  to  her  Arms; 
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Temejfa's  Charms  fubduM  her  Lord  s 
And  conquering  Ajax  foon  ador'd  j 
By  fair  CaJJandra's  Eyes, 

When  Hc(^or  fell ,  and  left  his  Troy  i© 

To  weary  Greeks  an  eafy  Prey , 
E*en  midfl  his  Triumph  great  Atrides  dies. 

See  what  a  beauteous  Majefly , 
And  how  commanding  is  her  Eye, 
Her  Look  proclaims  her  Stares  ly 

She  mourns ,  ilie  mourns ,  a  Royal  Race , 
And  Parents  equal  to  her  JTace , 
And  grieves  to  fee  fo  flrange  a  whirl  of  Fate : 

Ne'er  think  her:,  Friend  ,  of  common  Blood ; 
Nor  fprung  from  the  difhoneil  Crowd  20 

A  Mind  fo  bravely  hold. , 
So  chaft  as  to  refift  the  Arts 
That  take  the  mean  unguarded  Hearts , 
The  force  of  prefling  Youth  ,  and  Charms  of  Gold: 

Her  Face,  her  Neck,  her  Breaft  and  Arms  25* 
I  praife ,  not  taken  with  her  Charms  -, 
Sufpicious  Thoughts  remove; 
Let  almoft  forty  feeble  Years 
Secure  thy  Mind  from  jealous  Fears, 
And  tell  that  Horace  is  too  old  for  Love.  3<^ 

ODE     V. 

To  his  Friend  i  in  Love  voith  a  young  Girl, 

TH  Y  Heifer ,  Friend ,  is  hardly  broke , 
Her  Neck  uneafy  to  the  Yoke  i 
She  cannot  draw  the  Plough ,  nor  bear 
The  weight  of  the  obliging  Steer  ; 
In  flowry  Meads  is  her  Delight,  S 

Thofe  charm  her  Tafte  and  pleafe  her  Sight: 
Or  elfe  Hie  flies  the  burning  Beams , 

To  quench  her  Thirfi:  in  cooler  Streams  i 

^  Or 
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Or ,  with  the  Calves ,  thro'  Paftures  plays , 

And  wantons  all  her  eafy  Days :  10 

Forbear ,  defign  no  hafty  Rape 

On  fuch  a  green ,  untimely  Grape : 

Soon  ruddy  Autumn  will  produce 

Plumb  Clufters  ,  ripe  ,  and  fit  to  ufe : 

She  now  that  flies  fnall  then  purfue,  15 

She  now  that's  courted  doat  on  you : 

For  Age  whirls  on ,  and  every  Year 

It  takes  from  Thee  it  adds  to  Her : 

Soon  Lalage ,  fhall  foon  proclaim 

Her  Love ,  nor  blufh  to  own  her  Flame :  2* 

Lov*d  more ,  for  fhe  more  kindly  warms 

Than  Phloe  coy  ,  or  Clorit  Charms , 

So  pure  her  Breafl: ,  fo  fair  a  White , 

As  in  a  clear  and  finiling  Night , 

In  quiet  Floods  the  Silver  Moon  i.j» 

Or  Cretan  Gyges  never  Ihone  i 

Who ,  plac'd  amongft  the  Maids ,  defies 

A  skilfull  Stranger's  prying  Eyesj 

So  fmooth  his  doubtful  Looks  appear , 

So  loofe ,  fo  Womaniih  his  Hair.  ^^ 

O  D  E  VI.     To  Septimius. 

"Bmng  to  go  into  Spain  with  Auguftus  againft  the  Canta- 
brians,  He  wifhes  for  a  quiet  Retreat  in  his  Old  Age. 

SEptimifts  that  muft  item  the  Main , 
And  go  with  me  to  diftant  Spain  i 
To  fierce  Cantabrians  never  broke , 
As  yet  unlearn' d  to  bear  our  Yoke  : 
And  Syrtes  Sands,  where  th'  Ocean  roars,  $ 

And  rowling  Waves  v/afh  fwarthy  Moors  3 
May  Tihur's  Walls,  the  Tufcan  Seat, 
Afford  my  Age  a  fafe  Retreat, 
Oh!  there,  now  tir'd  with  Wars  and  Seas? 
May  I  enjoy  a  happy  Eafe !  10 
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If  Fate  denies  this  fmall  Defire , 

My  hafty  fteps  fhall  foon  retire 

Where  fmooth  Gakfm  cuts  its  Way ; 

Around  whofe  Banks  white  Fleeces  play  9 

And  felt  Thalantus  eafy  Sway : 

Oh,  how  thofe  little  Plains  do  pleafe , 

How  fit  for  Happinefs  and  Eafe  ! 

Where  Honey  fills  the  Combs ,  and  ftrive* 

With  fair  Hymettn^s  fweetefl  Hives  : 

Where  Olives  crown  the  fruitful  Soil » 

Yield  not  to  the  Venafrian  Oyl : 

Where  Springs  are  long ,  and  Winters  mild , 

Nor  hoary  Frofc  deforms  the  Field ; 

Where  Xacchus  friendly  Mountains  fpread> 

And  u^lmori  rears  his  fruitful  Head  j 

Where  choiceft  Grapes  in  Clufters  twine , 

Nor  envy  the  Falcmian  Vine : 

Thefe  happy  Seats  muft  us  receive  > 

There  you  and  I ,  dear  Friend ,  muft  live , 

'Till  Death's  approaching  Hands  furprize? 

And  clofe  thy  Poet  Horace  Eyesi 

Then  you  a  little  Tomb  fhall  rear, 

And  cool  my  Afhes  with  a  pious  Tear. 

ODE    VII. 

jl  WeUome  to  his  Friend  Pompey. 

DEar  Vorn^ey ,  that  haft  often  try*d , 
Whilft  once  we  fought  on  'Brnttts  fide, 
How  near  pale  Death  rough  Wars  attends ; 
What  Genius  now  hath  fent  thee  home , 
And  who  reftor'd  thee  back  to  Rome  , 
Pompey,  the  beft  of  all  my  Friends? 


} 
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With  whom ,  in  Mirth  and  Wine  and  Play , 

Whilft  fweeteft  Rofes  crown'd  my  Head  > 

And  did  their  fragant  Odours  fpread  > 

I  often  broak  the  lingring  Day  ;  i  .^ 

The  bloody  Wars  ,  Philippl's  Field , 

Ignobly  having  loft  my  Shield , 

With  thee  I  faw ,  fecure  from  Wound , 

I  faw  the  flight ,  when  haughty  Proud 

To  C^far's  ftronger  Virtue  bow'd ,  I j- 

And  bafely  bit  the  bloody  Ground : 

Me  Mercury  fecur'd  from  Fears , 

He  kindly  wrapt  me  up  in  Night , 

And  favM  me  from  the  dangerous  Fight  t 

But  thee  the  Tide  bore  back  to  Wars:  £3 

Now  then  reftor'd  to  Eafe  and  Reft , 

Pay  Joije  thy  Thanks  and  promised  Feaft; 

Now  tir'd  with  Wars,  from  Danger  free? 

Beneath  my  cool  and  pleafmg  Shade , 

On  flowry  Beds  fupinely  laid  ,  tf 

Enjoy  the  Casks  defign'd  for  thee  : 

See  here  they  ftand ,  thefe  Bowls  employ , 

Forgetful  Wine  profufcly  pour , 

From  largeft  Shells  rich  Oyntments  ftiour. 

There's  no  extream  in  real  Joys  3© 

Who  Parfly  twines ,  or  Myrtle  Boughs 

To  grace  our  Mirth ,  and  fhade  our  Brows  ? 

IVho  Crowns  prepares  for  ev*ry  Gueft  ? 

I^hom  will  the  happy  Dye  defign 

|he  juft  Difpofer  of  the  Wine ,  5/ 

|.nd  great  Controuler  of  the  Feaft  ? 

Let  Mirth ,  and  Joy ,  and  Wine  attend , 
[  muft  be  Mad ,  I  muft  appear 
\s  wild  as  the  mad  Thracians  are  i 
Tis  decent  at  the  Welcome  of  a  Friend.  40 

C  i. 
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ODE    VIIL 

To  hii  forfworn  Miftrefs^ 

BA'chuy  did  Revenge  o'ertake, 
And  blaft  as  oft  as  you  deceive  j 
Were  but  one  Nail ,  one  Tooth  more  black, 
Thy  Vows  I  would  at  laft  believe : 

But  ftill  more  fair,  more  bright  thy  Face,  / 

More  Crowds  of  Lovers  flock  to  view, 

As  each  falfe  Oath  procured  a  Grace, 
And  tempted  thee  to  prove  untrue : 

It  profits  thee  to  be  forfworn 

By  all  that  other  Mortals  fear ,  lo 

Th*eternal  Gods,  thy  Mother's  Urn, 

By  whirling  Heav'n,  and  ev'ry  Star: 

The  merry  Nymphs  approve  thy  arts. 

And  VenM  fair  forgives  thy  wiles , 
And  Ctifid,  (harpning  flaming  Darts  ijf 

to  On  bloody  Whetilones,  gently  fmiles: 

Befides  new  Slaves  fl:ill  flock  to  thee, 

And  happy  He  that  takes  the  chain  j 
And  thofe  that  threaten  to  be  free 

Forgive  the  Jilt,  and  ferve  again :  20 

Thee  ftill  the  thrifty  Father  fears, 

And  Mothers  for  their  wanton  Boys ; 
New  Brides ,  left  you  detain  their  Dears , 

And  rob  chem  of  their  promised  Joys. 
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ODE    IX. 

He  advifeth  hit  Friend  to  grieve  no  more  for  dead 
Myites. 

NOT  always  Snow  and  Hail  and  Rain 
Defcend,  and  beat  the  fruitful  Plain; 
Not  ruffling  Storms  ftill  tofs  the  Cafpian  Floods : 
Not  ev*ry  Month  doth  lazy  Frolt 
Bind  up  th'  Armenian  Coaft ,  S 

Nor  furious  Storms  ftill  vex  the  groaning  Woods : 

CallM  forth  by  Spring's  enlivening  Breeze 

The  Leaves  return  to  naked  Trees  j 
But  you ,  dear  Friend ,  ftill  mourn  in  weeping  ftrains 

Loft  Myfies;  when  Noon  burns  the  Skies,  i« 

When  Night  comes  on ,  or  when  it  flies , 
No  change  appears ,  thy  Love  and  Grief  remains : 

Yet  aged  Neftor  dryM  his  tears  , 

His  grief  was  Ihorter  than  his  years  j 
Nor  did  he  ftill  his  dying  Son  bewail:  XJ* 

His  Sifters  i  and  the  Trojan  Train ,    . 

And  Priam  wept ,  but  fmil'd  again , 
Nor  always  mourn' d  young  Troilm  hafty  fall. 

Thy  foft  complaints  at  laft  forbear , 

Let  mirth  fticceed  ,  and  fmiles  appear ,  %% 

Let's  fmg ,  and  Cxfar  be  our  lofty  Themes 

How  rough  Niphates  Hills  obey , 

And  Tigris  bound  by  Cjifar's  fway 
Lefs  furious  grows ,  and  rouls  a  milder  ftream. 

The  Scythians  now,  with  broken  Bows^  15* 

Confin'd  to  their  own  Froft  and  Snows, 

Have  cool'd  the  raging  Fury  of  their  Prides 
In  narrow  Bounds ,  with  nimble  Force , 
They  ride  their  fierce  impetuous  Horfe , 

And  view  with  longing  Eyes  the  Roman  Side.  3«» 

C  3 
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O  D  E    X. 

A  middle  fiate  of  Life  is  the  befi. 

WISE  they,  that,  with  a  cautious  Fear, 
Not  always  thro'  the  Ocean  fteer , 
Nor ,  whilft  they  think  the  Winds  will  roar , 
Do  thruft  too  near  the  rocky  Shore : 
To  thofe  that  chufe  the  golden  Mean  S 

The  Waves  are  fmooth ,  the  Skies  ferene  i 
They  want  the  bafenefs  of  the  Poors  retreat. 
And  envy'd  Houfes  of  the  Great. 
Storms  often  vex  the  lofty  Oak, 
High  Mountains  feel  the  Thunders  ftroak ',  ^  o 

And  lofty  Towers  ,  when  Winds  prevail , 
Are  ruin'd  with  a  greater  fall : 
A  Breaft  prepar*d  in  either  flate 
Or  fears  or  hopes  a  change  of  Fate;  ? 

'Tis  yc^'f  the  fame  that  Winter  brings  i  j 

And  melts  the  Froft  by  pleafmg  Springs : 
Tho*  Fortune  now  contrafts  her  brow , 
And  frowns i  yet  'twill  not  ftill  be  fo : 
Apollo  fometimes  Mirth  puriues 

His  Karp  awakes  his  fleepy  Mufe,  ::© 

Nor  always  bends  his  threatning  Bow : 
When  Fortune  fends  a  ftormy  Wind, 
Then  fhow  a  brave  and  prefent  Mind ; 
And  v/hen  with  too  indulgent  Gales 
She  fwells  too  much ,  then  furl  thy  Sails.  2 j 


ODE  XI.    Lib.  II.  5^ 

ODE    XI. 

He  advifeth  his  Friend  to  live  merrily. 

WHAT  fierce  Cantahrians,wh2Lt  the  Scythians  d^re, 
Make,  Friend,  no  object  of  thy  care; 
Whilft  raging  Floods p  and  ^dria's  Tide, 
Confine  their  force ,  and  arms  divide , 
Secure  we  laugh  at. all  the  threats  of  War :  S 

Let  no  concern,  no  cares  for  Life  approach, 
It  lafts  not  long ,  and  asks  not  much  i 
But  fee  our  Years  do  fwiftly  move , 
Our  nimble  Youth  and  Beauty  fades , 
Dry  Age  with  cares  will  crowd  our  Heads ,        13 

And  leave  no  room  for  eafy  Reft  and  Love ; 

Spring  Flowers  not  always  equal  beauties  wear , 
Nor  Moons  with  equal  Beams  appear 
As  when  at  full  they  brightly  fhin'd ', 
Then  why  fliould  you  difturb  your  Mind  >  r/ 

So  much  too  narrow  for  eternal  Care  ? 

Why,  underneath  a  pleafing  Myrtle  /liade> 

On  flowry  Banks  fupinely  laid , 

Are  we  fo  flow  to  fpend  a  Day  j 

And ,  v/hilft  grey  Hairs  are  crov/n'd  with  Rofe,  20 

Or  odorous  Oyl  our  Heads  o'erflows  3 
Drink  all  our  troubles  and  our  cares  away  ? 

Brisk  'Bacchm  foon  will  fordid  cares  refine, 
And  make  dull  MelanchoUy  fliine  s 
What  Boy  waits  there ,  what  Boy ,  to  bring       2.^ 
Some  cooler  ftreams  from  yonder  Springs 

To  quench  the  fury  of  my  flaming  Wine  ? 
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What  ready  Servant  waits  to  call  my  Mifs> 

And  who  coy  Lyde  will  entice  ? 

Bid  Lyde  come  ,  we  are  in  hafte  s  50 

Bid  Lyde  come ,  her  Harp  prepare , 

Like  Spartanl loofely  bind  her  Hair; 
For  Love  may  ebb ,  and  then  her  time  is  paft^ 

ODE  XII.    To  MiECENAs. 

Wars  and  'Battels  arc  not  a  Snbjedf  fit  for  hit  Mufs  t 
but  Lve  and  Lycimnia  he  can  fing, 

THE  ftout  Numantines  lingring  fall, 
The  Romans  Scourge  dire  Hannibal y 
No  more,  my  learned  Lord,  require. 
No  more  the  rough  Sicilian  Flood 
Dy'd  deep  with  Carthaginian  blood ,  $ 

To  fit  to  the  foft  mealures  of  the  Lyre ; 

Nor  Centaurs  eager  to  engage , 
Nor  fierce  HyUus  drunken  rage, 
Nor  Giants 5  tam'd  by  Hercules, 
Who  dar*d  to  reach  old  Saturn's  Crown,  10 

Who  darM  to  irorm  his  Ihining  Tlirone 
And  break  the  quiet  of  eternal  Eafe  : 

And  you ,  my  Lord ,  with  equal  flights , 
Great  Cmfar's  Wars  and  conquering  Fights 
iJhall  better  tell  in  lading  Profes  IS 

And  how  in  triumph  Cafar  led 
The  Perfian  and  the  haughty  Mede , 
And  fcatter'd  Slavery  midll  his  threatning  Foes: 

My  Mufe  bids  me  imploy  myVerfe, 
And  foft  Lycimnia' s  Songs  rehearfe  s  ao 

She  bids  me  all  her  charms  improve, 
Her  taking  air,  her  ihining  eyes, 
By  Nature  litted  to  furprizei 
And  Mind  ftill  faithful  to  thy  mutual  Love : 
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Lycirnnia  fair,  the  Pride  of  Rome,  ^S 

How  v/ell  her  charms  and  arts  become ! 
How  movingly  her  beauty  pleads , 
When  toying  fhe  and  richly  dreft, 
At  Great  Duma's  folemn  Feaft  > 
Begins  the  Dance  ?  and  leads  the  beauteous  Maids  I    3« 

For  what  Achemcnes  pofTeft  , 
And  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  Eaft, 
Would  you ,  my  Lord ,  exchange  your  Fair  ? 
Would  you:>  my  Lord ,  for  all  the  Gold 
The  ftufc  Arabums  Houfes  hold ,  3/ 

^Exchange  one  braid  of  fweet  Lyclmnia'z  Hair? 

When  e'er  her  Head  flie  gently  moves , 
To  take  the  earnelt  of  her  Loves  5 
A  balmy  Kifs  s  or  elfe  denies 
With  eafie  forward nefs ,  which  Ihows  4* 

That  (he  is  more  content  to  lofe 
Than  he  that  begs  to  win  the  Prize ; 
Or  when  fhe  runs  to  fnatch  an  eager  Kifs- 

ODE    XIII. 

V^on  a  Tree  that  was  like  to  fall  upon  him  at  he  was 
walking  in  his  Fields- 

A  Fatal  Star  did  then  command. 
The  Skies ,  and  guide  his  impious  hand 
Who  planted  thee ,  to  the  difgrace 
Of's  Farm,  and  riiin  of  his  Race; 
'Tis  certain  he  his  Father  kilPd,  f 

He  flew ,  and  fed  upon  his  Child ;. 
He  fl:abb*d  his  Friend  before  his  God , 
And  ftain'd  the  Image  with  his  blood: 
To  him  Medea's  arts  were  known. 
The  whole  World's  Sins  he  made  his  ownj>  I« 

Who  fir  ft  difgrac'd  my  Field  with  thee , 
Thou  impious  Stock ,  thou  curfed  Tree , 

C  J 
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} 


} 


Thou  curfed  Tree ,  whofe  hafty  fall 

Defigii'd  thy  Mafler*s_  Funeral : 

What  each  ihould  fly  is  feldom  known,  IS 

We  unprovided  are  undone : 

The  Waves  that  foam  round  Thraclan  Shores 

Are  dreaded  by  the  fwarthy  Moors , 

They  think  cold  Death  doth  ufe  to  trace 

The  Snow  and  frozen  Hills  of  Thrace ,  >  2.0 

Nor  fear  it  from  a  warmer  place ; 

The  Roman  dreads  the  Darts ,  the  force  > 

And  conquering  flights  of  Parthian  Horfe : 

The  Roman  chains  the  Parthian  fears , 

Their  fteady  Troops  ,  and  weighty  Spears :  »5 

Yet  Death,  v/hen  arm*d  with  a  Difeafe, 

From  other  Parts  v/ill  rudely  feize^ 

She  comes  unlookt  for ,  fweeps  away 

Unthinking  Nations  in  a  Day , 

And  huddles  up  her  eafie  Prey  : 

How  near  had  I ,  how  nearly  feen 

The  Kingdom  of  the  fwarthy  Queen? 

Judge  cyEactiSy  the  ftory'd  Grove, 

The  Seat  of  Piety  and  Love : 

And  Sappho,  who  in  humble  Strains  U 

Of  her  bafe  Country-men  complains , 

In  fweeteit  Tunes  proclaims  her  Love , 

But  mourns  at  her  Reproach  above  ; 

jilc^us  too,  whofe  golden  Strings 

With  manlier  Strokes  found  greater  things;  ^m 

He  tells  the  Dangers  and  the  Fears 

Of  Flights ,  of  Sailing ,  and  of  Wars : 

With  filent  rev'rence  Ghofts  admire 

The  wondrous  fury  of  his  Lyre : 

The  vulgar  Shades  thi'ong  mofl:  to  hear  ')    4/ 

Of  Kings  deposed  ,  of  feats  of  War , 

And  drink  them  with  a  greedy  Ear: 

No  wonder  this,  Kell's  furious  Guard, 

With  filent  wonder  ,  flood  and  heard  ^ 


} 


} 
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His  Ears  lay  down  j  and ,  whilft  he  play'd ,  io 

A  hollow  Grin  his  Joy  betrayM: 

No  hifs  was  heard ,  the  Furies  Snakes 

Lay  hulht ,  and  quiet  on  their  Necks : 

Delight  did  torn  Prometheus  feize , 

The  Sound  deceived  him  into  eafej  Sf 

And  Tantalus  felt  foft  repofe, 

Unheeded  now  the  bending  Boughs  i 

Hang  o'er  his  Lips ,  and  Water  flows : 

Nor  did  the  fierce  Orion  care 

To  hunt  his  Lyon ,  or  his  flying  Bear,  co 

ODE    XIV. 

Life  ii  fhort ,  and  Death  unavoidable. 

THE  whirling  Year ,  Ah  Friend  !  the  whirling  Year 
Rouls  on  apace  j 
And  foon  fliall  wrinkles  plough  thy  withered  Face : 
In  vain  you  wafte  your  pious  Breath , 
No  Prayers  can  fl:ay  ,  no  Vows  defer  $ 

The  fwift  approach  of  Age,  and  conquering  Death: 

No 5  tho*  ten  thoufand  Oxen  fl:ain*d  his  Shrines 

With  facred  Blood  j 
Shouldfl:  thou  appeafe  th*  inexorable  God : 

He  opens,  and  he  fliuts  the  Graven  i» 

Geryon*s  triple  Soul  confines , 
And  flubborn  Gyges  with  the  Stygian  Wave: 

That  fatal  Wave  that  muft  be  pafs'd  by  all; 
The  Rich,  the  Poor 

Are  doom'd  alike  to  view  the  Stygian  Shore  ;  i^ 

The  Knaves  and  Fools  3  the  Wife  and  Juft> 
The  Kings  as  well  as  Clowns  muft  falls 

And  undiftinguiih'd  lie  with  meaner  Dull: 


C  ^ 
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In  vain  we  all  retreat  from  dangerous  War, 

And  live  in  eafe  y  a* 

In  vain  we  Jfhun  the  rage  of  angry  Seas : 

The  burning  Fevers  Autumn  brings  » 

In  vain  we  fly ,  and  idly  fear 
The  Plagues  that  South-winds  bear  on  fickly  Wings ; 

For  all  the  Stygia?i  Waves  are  doom*d  to  pafs ,  xf 

We  all  mufl:  go 
And  view  Cocyttts  wandfing  Screams  below : 

We  all  mult  fee  the  lafting  Chains 

That  hold  curft  D<««4/i^  his  Race, 
And  Sijyphm  condemned  to  endlefs  Pains :  5-5 

Thy  Children  muft  be  left ,  thy  Lands  and  Houfe , 

Thy  pleafmg  Wife , 
That  happy  Comfort  and  Delight  of  Life  s 

Of  all  the  Trees  thy  hands  reftor'd 

None  but  the  Cyprefs  hated  boughs  3/ 

Shall  follow  their  iliort-liv'd  decaying  Lord: 

The  Wines  you  keep  fo  clofe  thy  worthier  Heir 

Shall  foon  poffefs , 
And  wafle  midft  wanton  Luxury  and  Eafe ; 

Much  nobler  Wine  the  f^pandring  Youth  4a. 

Shall  fpill ,  and  coflUer  Feafts  prepare , 
Than  ever  pleas'd  a  pamper'd  Abbot's  Tooth., 

ODE    XV. 

On  the  Luxury  of  the  Age. 


o 


jUR  Squares  ftiil  rife ,  our  Fields  decreafe , 
And  now  the  Ploughs  mull  ruft  in  eafe  i 
New  Motes  are  dug ,  large  Ponds  we  make 
That  rival  e'en  the  Lncrine  Lake: 
Round  lofty  Firs  weak  Ivy  twines , 
Unmarry*d  Planes  profufely  fpread 
A  ufelefs  melancholly  Shade 
O'er  larger  Fields  than  marry 'd  Elms  and  Vines ; 


ODE  XVI.    Lib.  II.        6t 

Our  Beds  of  Rofes ,  Myrtle  Bow'rs , 
And  all  the  luxury  of  Flow'rs,  lo 

Their  fruitlefs  ftiades  and  fmells  afford  : 
They  now  thofe  fruitful  Grounds  poflefs 
Where  Olives  rofe  with  vaft  increafe , 
And  with  great  bounty  fed  the  former  Lord : 

Thick  Laurels  plac'd  by  purling  Streams  tp 

Shut  out  the  Mid-dafs  burning  Beams , 
And  give  us  Shade  to  drink  and  play  i 
Was  this  by  Romulus  allow*d  ? 
Was  this  the  way  our  Fathers  fliow'd 
To  rife  to  Empire ,  and  extend  our  Sway  ?  zm 

No ,  then  each  fmgle  Man's  Eftate 
^     Was  fmall ,  the  Publick  Stock  was  great  ? 

The  Publick  Weal  imploy'd  their  Care  j 

No  private  Man  profufely  skill'd 

Did  then  his  large  Piazza's  build ,  i^ 

To  take  cool  Breezes  of  the  Northern  Air : 

The  little  Hut,  their  Father's  Houfe, 
The  Laws  forbad  them  to  refufe , 
JBur  live  content  in  mean  Aboads  s 
Enjoyiiing  all  their  Shrines  and  Towns  20 

To  build  with  new  and  coftly  Stones, 
To  grace  their  Country ,  and  to  pleafe  their  Gods,. 


ODE    XVI. 


The  contented  Man  the  mofl  happy., 

FOR  Eafe  the  Seaman  asks  the  Gods , 
When  tofs'd  in  the  Egaan  Floods  i 
When  darknefs  fpreads  to  heighten  fears, 
And  not  one  friendly  Star  appears : 

c  7 
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For  Eafe  the  warlike  Tfjracians  plead ,  / 

The  Perjian  and  the  quiver'd  Mede; 

For  Eafe ,  too  precious  to  be  fold 

For  coflly  Gems ,  or  bought  with  Gold : 

For  neither  Power  nor  Wealth  controul 

The  fad  diforders  of  the  Soul ,  i  g 

Nor  yet  remove  the  Cares  that  wait 

About  the  Palace  of  the  Great; 

Bleft  he  with  little ,  on  whofe  thrifty  Board 
That  Salt  ftill  fhines  that  call'd  his  Father  Lord  v 
No  vexing  fears  his  Breaft  can  feize ,  if 

No  fordid  Luft  will  break  his  eafe  : 

Why  thefe  extended  Cares,  and  Strife > 

And  trouble  for  fo  fhort  a  Life  ?  % 

Why  do  we  ply  our  Sails  and  Oars  > 

And  fondly  vifit  foreign  Shores  ?  20 

Can  he  that  flies  his  Country  find 

That  he  can  leave  himfelf  behind  ? 

„  For  baneful  Care  will  flill  prevail  > 

„  And  overtake  us  under  Sail; 

It  dogs  the  Horfeman  clofe  behind  ,  XS 

More  fv/ift  than  Roes ,  or  ftormy  Wind  : 

A  Man  contented  with  his  prefent  doom 

Hates  to  look  on  for  what's  to  come; 

With  Mirth  he  fweetens  bitter  Fate; 

There  is  no  perfect  happy  State:  50 

The  fliout  j^chilles  dy*d  in  hafl:e> 
Long  Age  did  old  Tlthomts  wafte ; 
Thofe  Years  fwift  time  denies  to  thee 
Perhaps  his  Hand  fhall  reach  to  me : 

Round  thee  ten  thoufand  Heifers  low ,  3,^ 

Stout  Oxen  bend  beneath  thy  Plow ; 

In  thy  gilt  Coach  neigh  gen'rous  Mares  5, 

Thy  Purple  fhines  as  bright  as  Starsi 

Around  thee  Wealth  and  Plenty  wait?. 

With  all  the  luxury  of  Fate*  4© 


ODE  XVII.    Lib.  IL       ^5 

A  Farm  as  large  as  my  Defire , 
With  fome  few  heats  of  Lyrtck  fire , 
On  me  hath  bounteous  Fate  beftow'd  , 
With  Pride  enough  to  fcorn  the  Crowd* 

ODE   XVII.     To  MiECENAs. 

He  is  refolv*d  not  to  furvhe  him  >  and  congratulatst 
his  Recovery, 

WHY  am  I  killM  with  thy  Complaint? 
'Tis  more  than  any  God  will  grant » 
*Tis  more,  my  Lord,  than  I  can  bear. 
That  you ,  on  whom  my  hope  rely , 
That  you ,  my  great  Support ,  fliould  dye »  S 

And  leave  thy  melancholly  Horace  here ; 

Did  you ,  my  better  half,  decay , 
For  what  fhould  I ,  the  other  ,  flay  ? 
What  Comfort  could  compofe  my  Mind » 
When  neither  whole ,  nor  yet  fo  dear  xa 

I  fliould  be  doom'd  to  linger  here , 
And  feel  my  worfer  part  flill  left  behind  ? 

The  fame  black  Day  fhall  feize  on  both , 
It  is  a  fixt  and  folemn  Oath , 
We'll  go  ,  I've  fworn,  we  both  will  go;  1% 

Tho'  you  may  firft  begin  the  Race  ^ 
I'll  follow  with  a  nimble  pace  , 
And  join  you  e'er  you  reach  the  Waves  below. 

Did  fierce  Chimera  dart  her  fire , 
To  make  my  frighted  Soul  retire,  2:<3 

Yet  ftill  I  would  attend  your  State  s 
Tho'  hundred-handed  Gyas  rofe , 
In  vain  fliould  all  his  Strength  oppofe. 
For  Juftice  bids,  and  'tis  approv'd  by  Fate; 


6^      ODE  XVni.    Lib.  II 

Whatever  Star  did  at  my  Birth  prevail ,  s.s 

Whether  my  Fate  was  weigh'd  in  Libra's  Scale  j 
Or  Fatal  Scorpions  beams  did  fhinej 
Or  Ca^rlcont's  difturbing  rays , 
Thofe  Tyrants  of  the  Weftern  Seas , 
*Tis  ilrange  how  much  your  Stars  confent  with  mine :  30 

From  Saturn's  fatal  influence 
Jove's  milder  rays  were  your  Defence , 
He  clogM  the  wings  of  hafty  Death  i 
When  thrice  ,  with  an  aufpicious  Voice, 
The  States,  of  Rome  proclaimed  their  Joy*.,  gjT 

And  with  their  own  fupply'd  your  fading  Breath: 

My  Head  had  felt  a  falling  Oak , 
But  Faumis  did  divert  the  ftroak  5 
Fanntis ,  the  Witts  kind  Guardian  God , 
The  Shrine  you  vow'd  the  Gods  prepare,  4:^ 

Let  ofFer'd  Bulls  reward  their  Care : 
For  me  a  Lamb  fhall  ftied  his  meaner  Blood* 


ODE    XVIIL 

Againfi  Covetonfnefs* 

NOR  Ivory  ,  nor  J?idian  StufF, 
Nor  Gold  adorns  my  gaudy  Roofs, 
No  Cedar  Beams  prefs  coftly  Stone 
From  Quarries  of  the  torrid  Zone , 
Where  burning  Rays  the  Marble  mould,  / 

And  join  the  Mafs  with  flowing  Gold  : 
Nor  yet  have  I ,  an  Heir  unknown , 
E*er  feiz'd  on  Attains  his  Throne ; 
No  honefl:  Clients  hang  my  Rooms 
With  Purple  fl:retcht  on  Tyrian  Lo9ms  i  .10 

But  yet  I  make  a  fair  ptetence 
To  Honefl:y  and  Innocence , 


ODE  XVIII.    Lib.  IL      6s 

And  ftore  of  Wit ,  and  thefe  compleat , 

And  make  me  fought  to  by  the  Great : 

This  is  my  Wealth,  This  all  my  Store,  IS 

Content,  I  ask  the  Gods  no  more  j 

Nor  my  great  Friends  :  O  bounteous  Fate, 

How  happy  in  my  mean  Eftate ! 

Days  pulh  on  Days  with  equal  pace , 

New  Moons  ftill  hafte  to  the  Decreafe ,  2.0 

But  you,  e'en  whilft  the  Bell  doth  toll , 

And  fadly  warn  thy  flying  Soul , 

Rich  Scones  provide  ,  large  Piles  you  rear , 

Unmindful  of  your  Sepulcher  : 

Thy  Moles ,  and  thy  incroaching  Mounds  */ 

Remove  the  Floods  to  ftreighter  bounds , 

For  greedy  you  would  feem  but  poor 

Confin'd  by  Nature's  narrow  Shore : 

Nay  more ,  you  leap  the  facred  Bounds , 

And  feize  your  meaner  Clients  Grounds;  3^ 

No  Fence  too  high ,  no  Ditch  too  deep  .: 

For  wealthy  Injury  to  leap  ;.. 

Expell'd  by  greedy  Avarice, 

The  Wife  with  her  dear  Husband  flies., 

With  all  her  Gods ,  (too  weak  defence  3i 

For  poor  and  injur'd  Innocence , 

They  fufFer  in  the  common  harms) 

And  fordid  Infants  in  her  Arms : 

Yet  after  all  this  toil  and  heat , 

This  Fraud  and  Treachery  to  be  great ,  4^ 

The  laft  Retreat  the  Rich  muft  have , 

The  laft  and  fureft ,  is  the  Grave : 

What  wouldft  thou  more  ?  to  Swains  and  Lords 

An  equal  room  Juft  Earth  affords , 

Nor  does  fhe  take  a  Prince's  Bones  45 

With  greater  rev'rence  than  a  Clown's: 

Ne'er  furly  Charon,  brib'd  with  Gold, 

Brings  back  the  Cunning  or  the  Bold  ^ 
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Nor  will  he  waft  Prowtff^tf /»*  o'er , 

And  land  him  on  the  living  Shore:  $'* 

Proud  Tantalus  and  all  his  Line, 

Tho'  Kings,  his  lafting  Chains  confine; 

And  whether  we  his  aid  implore 

Or  not,  he's  ready  ftill  to  eafe  the  Poor, 

Free  him  from  want^and  place  him  on  the  happy  Shore.  55 


ODE    XIX. 

/«  Fraife  of  Bacchus, 


B 


1 0  R  N  out  by  an  unufual  Rage 

^  I  faw  ( believe  it  future  Age) 
Where  Xacchm  taught  the  Nymphs  a  Song> 
In  diftant  Vales  i  from  ev'ry  Wood 
With  prickt-up  Ears  the  Satyrs  flood ,  S 

And  fmiling  Fauns  composed  a  lifVning  Throng. 

Ev(sJ  nev/  Fear  difturbs  my  Soul, 
With  troubled  Joy  my  Paffions  roul, 
Whilfl:  full  of  the  impetuous  God : 
Ev(£!  /pare,  mighty  Liher ,  fpare,  I3 

Urge  notvthe  violent  Rage  too  far;  , 
Spare ,  Liber ,  dreadful  with  thy  angry  Rod : 

Now  boldly  I  can  fpeak  thy  Praife, 
Rehearfe  the  ftubborn  Thyades , 
Too  fierce  to  bear  the  eafie  Yoke :  1/ 

Thy  ftreams  of  Wine ,  thy  milky  Spring , 
And  in  repeated  Numbers  Sing 
Biflilling  Honey  from  the  melting  Oak : 

Thy  happy  Bride's  refulgent  Hairs , 
That  grace  the  Skies  with  brighter  Stars;  is 

What  Fate  the  impious  Theban  ftrook , 
How  Aunt  and  Mother  ftrangely  tore 
The  trampling  Wolf,  and  rooting  Bore; 
And  fierce  Lj/cnrgus  falling  by  his  hook : 


ODE  XX.    Lib.  II.         6-] 

Indm  and  Ganges  own  thy  fway  ,  2.f 

And  thee  the  barb'rous  Seas  obey  i 
You  flufli't  o'er  craggy  Mountains  lead , 
O'er  Hills  and  Dales,  o'er  Springs  and  Lakes  , 
The  Thracian  Rout ,  whilft  harmlefs  Snakes 
In  innocent  folds  twine  round  each  drunken  Head,   yi 

When  impious  Giants  climb' d  on  high  > 
And  dar'd  to  ftorm  thy  Father's  Skyj 
Thy  Tingle  Hand  fecur'd  his  Crown : 
You,  with  a  Lyon's  dreadful  Jaws 
And  frightful  Nails,  retriev'd  the  Caufe,  3f 

JBold  Rhettis  queil'd,  and  fav'd  the  falling  Throne : 

Tho'  much  more  us'd  to  foft  delight , 
Unfit,  unable  for  a  Fight 
You  once  were  thought,  and  doom'd  to  eafe; 
Yet ,  when  your  Heat  and  Virtue  rofe ,  4  ^ 

What  fury  feiz'd  your  haughty  Foes  ? 
How  equally  inclin'd  to  Wars  and  Peace  ? 

When  beauteous  with  your  gawdy  Horn 
You  did  from  Hell's  black  Shades  return ,, 
Thee  Cerbents  fav/,  and  fhow'd  the  Way;  45* 

He  v/ag'd  his  tail ,  grew  wond'rous  kind. 
He  lickt  thy  feet,  he  fawn'd  and  whin'd^ 
Nor  did  one  Gria  an  impious  Rage  betray. 

ODE    XX. 

Ue  promtfeth  himfelf  immonal  Fame, 

NO  weak ,  no  common  Wing  fliall  bear 
My  rifmg  Body  thro'  the  Air ; 
Now  chang'd  I  upward  go  j 
I'll  grovel  here  on  Earth  no  more, 
More  high  than  Envy's  felf  can  foar ,  f 

I  leave  Mortality  and  things  below : 
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Not  me,  not  me^  the  meanly  born^ 
Whom  the  proud  Fools  and  haughty  fcorn , 

Not  me  fliall  Death  controul : 
Not  I ,  whom  you  I  know  not  what ,  lo 

Maecenas ,  call ,  will  yield  to  Fate : 
Nor  Ihall  the  Stygian  Waves  confine  my  Soul : 

Rough  Skin  o*er  both  my  Legs  is  ipread , 
And  Ihining  Feathers  crown  my  Head ', 

Above  I'm  turn'd  a  Swan:  15 

0*er  both  my  Hands  light  Plumes  do  fpring , 
My  Arm  is  chang'd  into  a  Wing, 
,And  now  I  move  with  greater  fpeed  than  Man: 

On  Wronger ,  and  on  fwifter  Wing , 

Than  Icarm  fled,  I  rife  and  fmgi  i^ 

A  founding  Bird  I  foar : 
1*11  fee  the  diftant  Northern  Pole, 
I'll  fee  the  Southern  Billows  roul , 
And  fpread  my  Wings  o'er  Xofphorm  groaning  Shore* 

My  Songs  fliall  to  the  Colchlmi  Ears,  zj 

And  Cermarh  that  conceals  his  fears 

Of  Roman  Troops  ,  be  known  : 
The  Moors ^  and  in  my  numerous  Verfe 
The  Scythians  skiird>  fhail  Songs  rehearfe: 
The  Spaniard  too,  and  he  that  drinks  the  Rhone,        3» 

Mourn  not ,  no  friendly  drops  mufl  fall , 
No  fighs  attend  my  Funeral , 

Thofe  common  D.^aths  may  crave :  ' 
Let  no  difgraceful  Grief  appear , 
Nor  damp  my  Glory  with  a  Tear  :  3  f 

And  fpare  the  ufelefs  Honours^  of  a  Grave* 

The  End  of  the  fecond  XoqK 
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O  D  E    I. 

Not  Wealth  or  Honour  3  hut  Peace  and  ^Inietnefs 
makes  a  ha^^y  Life, 

BEgon ,  begon ,  I  hate  ye  all , 
Both  you  great  Vulgar ,  and  you  fmall ; 
Nor  Myfteries ,  Prophane ,  behold  : 
To  Boys  and  Maids  unftain'd  with  Crimes 
The  Mufes  Priefl; ,  in  facred  Rhimes ,  / 

Doth  unknown  Songs ,  and  wondrous  Truths  unfold. 

The  awful  Kings  o'er  Nations  fway , 
Their  Subjedts  tremble  and  obeys 
The  Kings  themfelves  are  rul'd  by  Jove^ 
Who  broke  the  Giants  Pride,  and  won  i« 

Eternal  fafety  to  his  Throne , 
And  by  his  powerful  Nod  doth  all  things  move. 

One  Man  doth  larger  Fields  poffefs , 
One  ftands  more  fair  for  OiHces, 
The  drudging  Darling  of  the  Crowd ;  I  jT 

Whiift  One  his  Manners ,  or  his  Friends  , 
Or  liis  obfequious  Train  commends , 
And  pne  in  Fanae  is  greater ,  or  in  Bio^ ' 
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Yet  equal  Death  doth  ftrike  at  all  j 
The  haughty  Great  and  humble  Small,  lo 

She  ftrikes  with  an  impartial  Hand  s 
She  fhakes  the  vaft  capacious  Urn , 
And  each  Man's  Lot  muft  take  its  turn; 
Thro*  ev'ry  Glafs  flie  prefTes  equal  Sand : 

Whilft  Swords  Hung^o'er  proud  Damocles  y  af 

Not  all  the  Tyrant's  Sweets  could  pleafe; 
Not  Muficks  Airs  could  calm  his  Breaft : 
The  black  remembrance  of  his  Faults  > 
Still  crowding  back  upon  his  Thoughts , 
Difturb'd  and  robb'd  his  troubled  Soul  of  Reft.  30 

But  humble  Qiiiet  ne'er  flies  o'er 
The  lowly  Cottage  of  the  Poor  : 
The  pleafing  Shade  and  purling  Streams 
She  loves  to  haunt ,  (he  loves  the  Plains  > 
And  cheers  the  Plough-man  loos' d  from  Pains   ^f 
With  ftill  Security ,  and  eafy  Dreams. 

He  that  defires  but  what's  enough 
Againft  the  force  of  Fate  is  Proof: 
Unftain'd  he  lives ,  and  pure  from  Sin ; 
Let  violent  Tempefts  break  the  Woods,  49 

And  angry  Whirlwinds  tofs  the  Floods ; 
He  Hill  hath  Quiet ,  and  a  Calm  within : 

Let  Hail  his  rip'ning  Olives  beat, 
Or  let  them  fhrink  with  too  much  heat , 
His  barren  Field  deceive  his  Hopes ;  4/ 

Or  let  his  naked  Trees  complain 
Of  too  much  Drought ,  or  too  much  Rain ;        v 
Or  Froft  untimely  nip  his  rifmg  Crops. 

Now  ftill  our  {lately  Squares  encreafe , 

The  Fifli  will  find  their  Ocean  lefs ;  /« 
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The  Moles  thrown  in  extend  the  Shore ; 
The  Lord ,  grown  weary  of  the  Land , 
Now  builds  upon  the  Ocean's  Sand , 
And  fcorns  the  Bounds  that  Nature  fixt  before : 


But  Fear,  and  melancholly  Cares  attend,  ST 

And  where  the  Mafter  climbs ,  afcend  i  . 
They  foon  overtake  his  flying  Mind : 
Born  on  by  the  fame  nimble  Gales , 
They  prefs  the  Poop  where*  e*er  he  fails , 
And  when  he  rides  black  Care  fits  clofe  behind.        6© 


Well  then ,  fince  neither  Gold ,  nor  Gain  , 

Can  Qiiiet  bring ,  or  Fears  reffcrain  s 

Since  Purple ,  bright  as  fhining  Stars  > 

Can  ne*er  difpel  our  cloudy  Caress 

Since  all  the  Spices  of  the  Eaft  6s 

Can  never  calm  our  troubled  Breaft, 

Why  fliould  I  madly  toyl  to  raife 

On  envy'd  Pillars  Palaces  ? 

Why  fpend  my  Time ,  and  wafle  my  Health  > 


Why  fhould  I  ftrive  to  change  my  Field , 
And  thofe  Delights  my  Farm  can  yield , 
For  larger  Lands ,  and  more  difturbing  Wealth  ? 

o  D  E    II. 

Tmth  muft  be  bred  in  Wars  and  Want^  and 
taught  to  be  ReligioM, 

LET  vigorous  Boys  be  train*d  to  bear 
The  ftreights  of  Poverty  in  War; 
Be  hardly  bred ,  improve  their  Force  > 
And  bravely  gall  the  Parthian  Horfe ; 
And  let  the  Ferftaru  tremble  at  his  Sp^ar ; 


7 :; 
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And  let  him  live  and  lie  abroad  , 
*Midft  Dangers ,  Slaughters ,  Fears  ,  and  Blood  i 
Be  toft  with  all  the  Storms  of  Pate, 
And  hardened  up  to  prop  the  State  5 
His  Country  fave,  and  rife  into  a  God:  10 

Him  from  their  Walls ,  when  fierce  in  War , 
Let  Tyrants  Mothers  view  ,  and  fearj 
And  let  their  Brides  defpairing  figh , 
Ah,  may  not  my  unskilful  Spoufe 
That  furious  Lion  madly  roufe ,  */ 

How  fierce  he  drives ,  and  how  our  Armies  fly  I 

He  nobly  bleeds ,  he  bravely  dies , 
That  falls  his  Country's  Sacrifices 
The  flying  Youth  fwift  Fate  overtakes , 
It  ftrikes  them  thro'  their  trembling  backs ,        20 
And  runs  too  faft  for  nimble  Cowardice. 

Virtue,  unlearn* d  to  bear  the  bafe 
And  fhameful  baflle  of  Difgrace , 
Nor  takes  nor  quits  the  tott'ring  Throne , 
As  fickle  Crowds  fhall  fmile  or  frown  j  zf 

Nor  from  their  wav'ring  Breath  receives  the  Place : 

True  Virtue,  that  unbars  the  Sky 
To  thofe  that  are  too  brave  to  die , 
Thro'  wondrous  Ways  doth  upward  go , 
Scorns  the  bafe  Earth  and  Crowd  belov/ j  50 

And  with  a  fbaring  Wing  Hill  mounts  on  high : 

And  juft  Rewards  the  Gods  decree 
For  fair ,  obedient  Piety  j 
Not  He  that  fcorns  or  feoffs  his  God , 
Or  blabs  his  Myiteries  abroad ,  35* 

Shall  live  in  the  fame  Houfe  ,  or  fail  with  me  : 

Oft 
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Oft  Jove  doth  heedlefs  Thunder  throw, 
And  mix  the  Good  and  Bad  b:low: 
But  lame  Revenge  ilill  ftalks  behind , 
Do's  flowly  dog  the  guilty  Mind ,  40 

And  only  flays  to  give  the  fuxer  Blow* 

ODE    III. 

The  vcrtuoM  Man  fears  nothing,    Juno's   Speech  amof^ 

the  Gods ,  in  behalf  of  the  Roman  Empre» 

£By  another,  Hand.J 

HE ,  who  by  Principle  is  fway'd , 
In  Truth  and  Juftice  llill  the  fame. 
Is  neither  of  the  Croud  afraid , 

Tho  civil  Broils  the  State  inflame; 
Nor  to  a  haughty  Tyrant's  Frown  will  fl:oop,      j 
Nor  to  a  raging  Storm ,  when  all  the  Winds  are  up. 

Should  Nature  with  Convulfions  fhake , 
Struck  with  the  fiery  Bolts  of  Jove  j    ' 

The  final  Doom ,  and  dreadful  Crack , 

Cannot  his  conftant  Courage  move  :  I3 

By  Arts  like  thefe ,  Akides  fam'd  in  Wars , 
Was  to  the  Gods  advanc'd ,  and  FoUuic  to  the  Star5. 

With  thefe  Atigufimy  Heavenly  Gueft, 
Sits  <lown ,  and  puts  the  Ne£tar  round ; 

Thefe  Arts  brought  "Bacchus  to  the  Fcaft,  j^ 

By  Tygers  drawn ,  with  Godhead  cro wn'd ; 

Thefe  rais'd  §lnirmus  to  the  bleft  Abodes; 
When  Juno  fmiling  thus  befpoke  th'  aflTembled  God*, 

A  foreign  Dame  and  foolifh  Boy, 

Who  by  falfe  Judgment  urg'd  my  Hate,  j^o 

Confpir'd  to  ruin  wretched  Troy, 

And  haften'd  its  untimely  Fate ; 
E*«r  fmce  the  Founder  of  that  perjur'd  Houfe 
Deny'd  the  Gods  their  due ,  and  broke  hisfolemn  Vow*. 
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I,  to  Minerva  join'd  my  Pow'r ,  ij 

To  crulh  that  vile  detefted  Race ; 
Old  Priam's  Palace  is  no  more, 

And  Helen's  fair  bewitching  Face; 
My  Greeks  are  fated  with  their  Ph-rygian  blood , 
Tho  He^or's  Sword  fo  long  their  conq'ring  Arms  with- 

flood.  30 

Here  all  our  mutual  Quarrels  ceafe ; 

At  length  the  ten  years  Toil  is  done; 
Great  Mars  my  Anger  Ihall  appeafe , 

And  I  accept  his  warlike  Son  : 
Here  let  him  v/ith  immortal  Beings  fit ,  (Light.  3f 
With  Ne^ar  crown  the  Bowl ,  and  grace  the  Realms  of 

Whiifi:  he  enjoys  eternal  Eafe, 

And  Tr(fs  demoli/h'd  Tow'rs 
Are  parted  by  the  middle  Seas 

From  fair  Italians  Shores ,  40 

His  exird  Sons  new  Empires  fhall  adorn , 
So  long  as  Flocks  and  Herds  infult  old  Priam's  Urn. 

There  let  the  Cattle  graie  and  breed , 

Whiift  1^0^^  her  lofty  Tow*rs  fhall  crown 
with  Trophies  from  the  vanquifh'd  Mede ,  j^f 

And  give  new  Laws  to  Realms  unknown  i 
Extend  her  Terrors  and  her  Glory  far , 
And  thro'  the  fubje6l  World  her  warlike  Eagles  bear. 

Where  the  Globe's  better  half  divides, 

There  let  them  unmoleiled  reign,  59 

Far  as  the  Middle  Ocean  glides  , 
But  fliil  from  Sacrilege  abftain ; 

And  leave  to  its  firft  harmlcfs  Parent  Earth 
The  bright  bewitching  Oar  ,  nor  give  the  Idol  birth. 
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Where  Nature's  utmoft  Limits  end ,  j^^ 

Let  Fame  difplay  their  high  Renown , 

And  to  each  Clime  their  Arms  extend , 
The  frozen  Ifles ,  and  torrid  Zone  : 

Whilft  Troy  in  deep  eternal  Ruins  lies , 
Let  Rome's  aufpicious  State  on  her  Foundations  rife.  69 

*Tis  on  thefe  Terms  that  Empire  ftands  ; 
Should  their  ambitious  forward  Race , 
With  fuperilitious  wicked  Hands , 

Rebuild  that  moft  detefted  Place, 
Once  more  it  fliould  be  fackM,  its  Children  hhcd,  6f 
Whilft  I ,  the  wife  of  Jove  >  my  conquering  Grecians  lead. 

Should  Phahus  ,  with  a  brazen  Wall , 

Three  times  her  haughty  To w*rs  furround , 

Troy  fliould  three  times  unpityM  fall 

By  Grecian  Arms ,  and  kifs  the  Grownd  i        73 

Three  times  the  Matrons  fliould  lament  the  Slain , 
And  thrice  her  captive  Sons  endure  the  Victor's  Chain» 

Stay  ,  Mufe !  For  whither  would  you  fly  ? 

'Tis  not  for  your  lefs  lohj  wing 
To  reach  Jove's  firm  Decrees ,  too  high  7f 

For  you ,  an  humble  Maid  ,  to  flng  : 
Do  not  the  Speeches  of  the  Gods  dcbafe, 
Nor  fmk  the  mighty  Theme  with  low  unequal  Lays* 

ODE    IV. 

To  the  Mufes  ,   acknowledging  their  Vower  and 
Kindnefs. 

DEfcend,  my  Mufe,  compofe  a  long, 
A  pleafmg,  and  a  grateful  Songi 
Or  to  the  Pipe  or  founding  Flute , 
Or  gently  move  Apollo's  Lute : 

D'ye  hear  ?  or  airy  Frenzy  cheat  j 

My  Mind  ,  well  pleas'd  with  the  Deceit? 

D  X 
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I  fecm  to  hear ,  I  feem  to  move 

And  wander  thro*  the  happy  Grove , 

Where  fmooth  Springs  flow ,  and  murm*ring  Breez 

Do's  wanton  thro'  the  waving  Trees ;  lo 

In  lofty  Vnltur's  rifing  Grounds , 

Without  my  Nurfe  Apulia's  Bounds, 

When  young,  and  tir'd  with  Sport  and  Play, 

And  bound  with  pleafmg  Sleep  I  lay , 

Doves  cover'd  me  with  Myrtle  Boughs,  15* 

And  with  foft  Murmurs  fweeten'd  my  Repofe ; 

A  Wonder  this ,  and  ftrange  to  all 

That  liv'd  in  fat  Ferenti's  Vale ', 

High  Ackerontia,  'Bantinc  Groves 

Admir'd  the  kindnefs  of  the  Doves :  20 

•Twas  flrange  that  I ,  'midfl:  thorny  Brakes  « 

^:ecure  from  Bears  and  creeping  Snakes , 

Should  lie  fo  longi  that  Doves  fhould  ipread 

The  facred  Laurel  round  my  Head , 

And  I  a  Child  be  fafe  i'th'  Woods  ,  25' 

The  Care  and  Darling  of  the  Gods  : 

Yours ,  Mufes ,  yours ,  I  live  your  Care 

On  SM:ine  Hills ,  or  cold  Prxnefte*s  Air : 

Or  whether  watry  T>dU  plcafe , 

Or  wanton  Tilur  lulls  me  into  eafe :  30 

Becaufe  your  Springs,  your  Sport,  and  Grove 

Are  all  the  Obje£ts  of  my  Loves 

When  "Brutus  loft  Philippi*s  Field  , 

1  fafely  fied ,  and  fcorn'd  my  Shield , 

*Twas  Sin  to  guard  or  to  defend ,  3_^ 

By  mortal  Arms ,  the  Mufes  Friend : 

By  you ,  the  proud  SicUinn  Rock 

I  brav'd ,  and  fcap'd  the  curfcd  Oak; 

Whilft  you  my  feeble  Ship  fliall  guide, 

I'll  Tirgly  ftem  the  proudeft  Tidej  4C 

I'll  travel  thro'  the  fartheft  Eaft, 

Where  never  mortal  Foot  hath  prefti 
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Britain's  inhofpicable  Flood , 

Or  Thracians  drunk  with  Horfes  Blood  1 

On  Scythian  Sands  I'll  boldly  tread ,  4y 

And  ftoutly  fee  the  quiverM  Mede  : 

When  Ca^far ,  great  as  all  our  Hopes , 

In  Towns  hath  hid  his  weary  Troops , 

You  cheer  his  Soul ,  you  foften  Cares , 

And  eafe  the  harlli  fatigue  of  Wars  :  fo 

You,  Kind,  inffcru<5l  him  how  to  livCi 

Give  good  Advice ,  and  joy  to  give ; 

We  know ,  we  know  how  mighty  Jov^ 

(Whofe  guiding  Nod  rules  all  above, 

Who  governs ,  with  an  equal  Hand ,  fj 

The  raging  Sea ,  and  quiet  Land ; 

Whofe  eafy  and  almighty  Sway 

The  Gods,  and  Ghoils,  and  all  obeyj) 

With  Thunder  jftrook  bold  Titans  down. 

And  beat  their  fury  from  his  Throne  s  60 

We  know  how  impious  Giants  fell 

From  climbing  Heav*n  to  deepeft  Hell : 

That  horrid  Troop ,  thofe  impious  Bands , 

Relying  on  their  numerous  Hands , 

Whilit  they  on  Mountains  climb'd  on  i^igh ,  6^ 

Spread  no  fmill  Terror  thro*  the  Sky ; 

And  /hady  Pelion,  raisM  above 

The  high  Olympus,  frighted  Jove: 

But  how  could  brawny  Mim^  rif^ , 

How  large  Purphyrion's  frightful  fize 

Againft  the  Thunder  of  th?  Skies  ? 

How  bold  Typhosus  aim  a  Stroak , 

How  impious  En^el  dart  his  Oak  ? 

Too  weak  their  Force ,  and  foon  repeird 

By  Virgin  Pallas  founding  Shield :  7/ 

Here  ynlca-a  fought ,  a  greedy  God , 

On  that  fide  Matron  Juno  flood ; 

And  Phosbus  there  ,  a  dreadful  Foe, 

Still  arm*d  with  an  unerring  Bow : 
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"Who  loves  to  haunt  the  Lycian  Woods,  So 

And  in  the  pure  Caftalian  Floods 

WafK  his  loofe  Locks  j  who  Songs  infpires , 

And  fills  his  Priefls  with  pleafing  Fires, 

On  Patara  and  Delos  Fame 

Beitows,  and  takes  from  both  a  Name.  Sj" 

Rafli  Force  by  its  own  weight  muft  fall , 
But  pious  Strength  will  ftill  prevail  s 
For  fuch  the  Gods  aflift,  and  blefs, 
But  hate  a  mighty  Wickednefs. 

Proud  Gyges  proves  this  fatal  Truth,  ^ 

And  hot  Orion's  lawlefs  Youth , 
E'en  Virgin  Pal/as  fcarce  could  fcape 
The  luftful  fury  of  a  Rapes 
'Till  her  Bow  reachM  him,  whilft  he  ftrove , 
With  fiercer  Darts  than  thofe  of  Love :  9/ 

The  Earth ,  on  her  own  Monfter  thrown , 
Now  mourns  the  ruin  of  her  Son , 
fihe  grieves  that  her  proud  Children  fell , 
By  Thunder  ftrook ,  to  deepeft  Hell ; 
Nor  do  hot  (Etna's  Flames  decay,  100 

Yet  cannot  eat  the  Load  away : 
Hot  Tytius  Liver  Vulturs  tear. 
They  watch  as  foon  as  Parts  appear , 
And  feize  them  ftr eights  the  Doom  was  juft , 
He's  puniiht  in  the  Seat  of  Lufts  10/ 

Wrath  waits  on  Sin ,  three  hundred  Chain* 
Ftnthofis  bind  in  endlefs  Pains. 
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O  D  E  V.    To  Augustus. 

Fraifmg  him  for  enlarging  their  Empire  9   and  difiom" 

mending  Crafllis'^  Soldiers ,    which  drao^s 

on  the  Sto-ry  of  Regulus. 

HIS  Thund'ring  proves  that  mighty  Jove , 
With  wondrous  Force ,  rules  all  above  s 
And  now  as  mighty  Actions  Ihow 
That  Cxfar  is  a  God  belov/  i 

O'er  "Britifh  Shores  our  Empire's  fpread ,  S 

Our  Arms  have  reacht  the  haughty  Mede: 
Could  Crajfm  Soldiers  lead  their  Lives ,     ~ 
So  meanly  yoakt  to  barb'rous  Wives  ? 
Could  they  grow  old  (degenerate  Race  , 
Inverted  Souls,  and  Rome's  Diigrace!)  10 

In  Hoilile  Arms ,  the  Mede  obey , 
And  fight  for  a  Barbarian's  Pay  ? 
Forget  their  Rites ,  their  Name ,  and  Blood , 
Whilft  Jove  was  fafe ,  and  Rome  yet  flood  ? 
Wife  Reitiius  did  this  prevent,  is 

He  fcorn'd  bafe  Terms  that  Carthage  fent, 
Nor  would  he  e'er  ,  by  his  Advice , 
Tempt  future  Age  to  Cowardice: 
He  knew  that  Virtue's  Crowns  would  fade , 
Unlefs  the  Captive  Youth  were  made  20 

Unpitty'd  Preys  to  barb'rous  Foes, 
And  bore  the  Slavery  they  chofe. 
I  faw ,  fiid  He ,  our  Eagles  fhine , 
And  bafely  fill  a  Punick  Shrine , 

With  hanging  wings  our  Fears  upbraid ,  2.^ 

By  which  they  vrere  fo  foon  betray'd ; 
I  faw  how  coward  Armies  ftood , 
And  yield  without  a  drop  of  blood  s 
I  faw  when  they  their  Arms  refign'd , 
Their  flavifh  hands  drawn  back  behind  i  3« 
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I  faw  our  Free-men  bound  led  home, 

Bound  conquer'd  Citizens  of  Rome , 

Their  Gates  unbar'd ,  they  ploughed  the  SoH 

"Which  Roman  Troops  did  lately  fpoil : 

Redeemed  perhaps ,  more  free  from  fear ,  ^S 

More  fierce  they  fhall  return  to  War , 

More  bold ,  more  careful  of  their  Fame  ;. 

You  add  new  lofles  to  your  fliame : 

Wool  once  infedled  with  a  ftain 

Ne'er  tikes  it's  native  White  again :  40 

And  when  true  Virtue  falls,  it  lies, 

Preft  down ,  and  never  cares  to  rife :, 

If  trembling  Does ,  when  freed  from  Snares  v 

Will  fight ,  then  He'll  forget  his  Fears ; 

Th:n  He'll  be  ftout ,   who  bafcly^chofa  4 J 

To  trufi:  the  Treachery  of  his  Foes  : 

He ,  he ,  no  doubt ,  will  brave  appear , 

And  beat  them  in  another  War , 

Whofe  Arms  could  tamely  bear  the  Cords 

And  Whips  of  domineering  Lords  j  50 

Who  fold  his  precious  Liberty 

For  meaner  Life,  and  fear'd  to  die: 

Refolv'd  for  Life ,  he  did  not  know 

To  which  he  /hould  his  Safety  owe , 

His  Roman  Courage  or  his  Fear ,  jf / 

And  mixt  diihonefl  Peace  and  War ; 

Oh  fliame!  Greit  Carthage!  rais'd  more  high 

On  the  Dif^race  of  TtafyJ 

His  wile's  chafl  Kifs ,  his  pratling  Boys, 

The  former  Partners  of  his  Joys ,  60 

Now  grown  a  Slave ,  thrown  down  by  Fate » 

And  leflen'd  from  his  former  State, 

He  fliun'd  s  with  manly  Modefly 

On  Earth  he  cafl  his  ftubborn  Eye , 

Whilft  thus  ,  by  Ibange  Advice,  he  fought,  6s 

And  fix'd  the  wav  ring  Senate's  Vote^ 


ODE   VT.    Lib.  Ill  Zt 

Then  thro'  his  weepino;  Friends  he  ran 

In  hafie ,  a  glorious  banifhM  Man : 

What  Cords  and  Wheels ,  what  Racks  and  Chaiiis  f 

What  lingring  Tortures  for  his  Pains  70 

The  Barbarous  Hangmen  m?.de ,  he  knew ; 

And  heightning  Fams  told  more  than  true  ; 

Yet  he  his  Wife  and  Boys  removM , 

His  hindring  Friends ,  and  all  he  lov'd , 

And  thro'  the  Crowd  he  made  his  way  r  7f 

Thit  wept ,  and  beg'd  a  longer  Stay ; 

As  free ,  as  if  when  Term  was  done , 

And  Suits  at  end ,  he  left  the  Town , 

Or  did  from  Bufinefs  and  from  Cares  retreat 

To  the  cool  Pleafures  of  a  Country-Seat.  8© 

O   D  E    V  I.     To  the  ^o  iM  A  N  s. 

He  inveigh* s  againfi  the  corrnpt  marmcrs  of  hu  Age-> 
['Sy  amther  Hand.~\ 

UNhappy  Romans!  doomed  to  bear 
The  load  of  your  Forefathers  Guilrj 
Till  ^  by  your  Piety  and  Care , 

Our  Shrines  and  Temples  are  rebuilt : 
You  reign  by  bowing  to  the  Gods  Commands ,  5- 

From  this  your  State  arofe ,  on  this  your  Gh^ry  iJandj. 

Your  impious  Land  already  wears 
The  marks  of  Vengeance  from  on  high, 
^     Feels  the  yet  fmarting  Parthian  fears, 

And  blufhes  with  ignoble  dye  j  10 

When  from  Monafes'  Arms  your  Squadrons  fled , 
And  Rome's  collected  Spoils  adorn'd  the  Victor's  Head, 

The  Vacian  and  the  Sunny  Moor , 

By  Sea  and  Land ,  their  Forces  benr^ 
At  once  to  fmk  the  Roman  Pow'r  ,  ly 

When  Civil  Rage  the  Empire  rentj 
When,  like  a  Deluge,  Vice  triumphant  reign'd, 
And  a  degenerate  Race  the  Marriage-Rites  propIun'd» 

D  S 
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Hence  the  Contagion  firft  began , 

And  reach'd  our  Blood,  and  itain'd  our  Race:  ao 
The  blooming  Virgin ,  ripe  for  Man  > 

A  thoufand  Wanton  airs  difplays  j 
Train'd  to  the  Dance  her  well-taught  limbs  flie  move«. 
And  fates  her  wilhing  Soul  with  loofe  inceftuous  Loves, 

The  Bride  her  luftful  Rake  invites ,  ^S 

Before  her  Husband's  face  to  toys 
She  ftays  not  for  his  drunken  fits  , 
Nor  in  a  corner  taftes  the  joy  -, 
But  in  her  Cuckold's  prefence  fells  her  charms , 
And  grafps  the  Merchant's  Gold  ,   or  meets  the  Cap- 
tain's arms,     ^c 

'Twas  not  from  fuch  a  motly  brood 

Thofe  better  braver  Romans  came. 
Who  dy'd  the  Ptmick  Seas  with  blood  , 

And  rais'd  fo  high  their  Country's  fame; 
By  whom  Antiochtts  and  Pyrrhw  dy'd ,  ? / 

And  Hannibal  was  tam'd ,  and  Carthage  loft  her  pride. 

But  hardy  Youths  innur'd  to  toil, 

Or  fell  the  Wood ,  or  till  the  Land , 
Or  turn  with  heavy  Spades  the  Soil , 

By  a  dread  Mother's  juft  command ,  40 

Nor  ceas'd  their  work,  'till  down  the  azure  way 
Stl  rowl'd  his  beamy  Car,  and  jOhut  the  chearful  day* 

Time  alters  all  things  in  his  pace , 

Each  Century  new  Vices  owns ; 
Our  Fathers  bore  an  impious  Race,  4^ 

And  we  ihall  have  more  wicked  Sons; 
Impiety  ilill  gathers  in  its  courfe : 
The  prefejQt  Times  are  bad ,  the  futiu-e  will  be  worfe. 


ODE  Vir.    Lib.  ril.        Sj 

ODE    VIZ.      To  ASTERIA. 

He  tells  her  that  her  abfcnt  Httshand  h  cmftant ,   ani 

advifeth  her  to  have  a  care  of  her  fdliciting 

Neighbour, 

N  D  why  does  fair  Afieria  mourn  ? 
And  why  defpair  of  his  Return  ? 
The  firft  Spring  Winds  fhall  thy  dear  Love  reftorc> 
Soft  Gales  Ihall  waft  the  charming  Youth , 
Of  conilant  and  unfhaken  Truth ,  S 

With  wealthy  Lading  to  the  Roman  Shore  : 

He's  driven  to  a  diflant  Coaft , 
Whilft  Winter  binds  the  Floods  with  Froft ; 
Sleep  grows  a  ftranger  to  his  eyes  : 
He  mourns  in  melancholly  Creeks ,  lo 

Whilft  falling  Tears  freez  on  his  cheeks  , 
And  lengthens  out  the  lingring  night  with  fighs  \ 

While  fome  from  Chloe  flrlve  to  move 
And  draw  him  to  another  Love; 
They  tell  the  fury  of  her  Flames  r  j: 

They  tell  how  melted  in  thy  Fires 
The  miferable  Maid  expires , 
And  ufe  all  arts  that  treacherous  Wit  can  frame : 

They  tell  how  Phadra's  treach'rous  tear* 
Bid  urge  believing  Froetus  fears ,  20 

And  with  what  luftful  heat  fhe  ftrove ', 
What  Crimes  fhe  feign'd  to  haften  on 
The  Death  of  chaft  'Bellerophon , 
And  take  (harp  Vengeance  for  her  flighted  Love  \ 


D  e 
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How  near  chaft  Peleus  reacht  his  Fate ,  ^t 

And  felt  the  force  of  Woman's  hate  ^ 
Whilft  from  Hyppolite  he  fled  s 
A  thoufand  Tales ,  thofe  Bawds  to  Vice  > 
They  ilill  force  on  him ,  to  entice 
Or  fright  him  to  defpairing  Chloe*s  Bed :  5^- 

In  vain ,  in  vain ,  he  hears  no  more 
Than  Rocks ,  when  Winds  and  Waters  roar; 
Nor  owns  the  conqueft  of  her  Eyes: 
But,  Fair,  take  heed,  and' guard  your  Heart r 
And  let  not  fond  Ennipe's  Art  35* 

Steal  m ,  and  your  unguarded  Soul  furprize* 

Tho'  none,  with  equal  manly  force, 
In  Mars  his  Field  can  guide  his  Horfe-i 
ThD'  none  appears  fo  brave  in  Armsi 
Tho'  none  witli  equal  Art  divides  4® 

The  headlong  force  of  Tiber's  Tides , 
Yet  fcorn  the  winning  beauty  of  his  Charms  t 

Shut  all  your  Doors  at  Evening's  Shadie , 
Nor ,   when  you  hear  a  Serenade , 
Look  down  with  a  regarding  Eye :  45* 

Although  he  vows,  and  mourns  his  Painsy 
And  calls  thee  cruel ,  and  complains ; 
Jte  cruel  flill,  and  more  and  more  deny^ 


ODE  VIII.     To  M^cENAs-. 

Whom  he  invites  to  an   Entertainment  -,   vvhich  ki 

made  for  joy  of  his  deliverance  frorm  the 

faiiing   Tree, 


ws 


AT  r,  a  Batchelor ,  int-end , 

My  learned  Lord ,  and  noble  Fiiend'^ 


ODE  Vlir.    Lib.  III.        85 

In  Mars  his  Calends  you  admire  i 
What  mean  thofe  Flowers  that  crown  my  Head,. 
The  Coals  on  green-turf  Altars  laid,  f 

Where  in  fmall  Cenfers  thankful  Sweets  expise : 

To  "Bacchm  plealing  Feafts  I  vow'd , 
And  a  white  Goat's  attoning  blood  , 
When  I  had  fcap'd  the  falling  Oak : 
This'  day ,  as  Years  run  round ,  a  Feaft  lo 

Shall  pierce  my  Casks;  and  claim  the  befl, 
That  long  flor'd  up  hath  drank  digeiling  Smoak : 

Drink ,  drink ,  let  numerous  Cups  extend 
The  Life  of  thy  delivered  Friend , 
Cups  large  as  thy  extenfive  Joys :  i  jT 

Let  watching  Tapers  chafe  the  Night  j. 
Till  rifing  Morn  reftore  the  Lights 
Let  Mirth  attend ,  and  baniih  Strife  and'  Noife. 

Forget ,  forget  thy  publick  Cares , 
And  take  no  thought  for  Stare- AfFairs,  20 

We  hear  the  German  Troops  overthrown; 
The  Medes  now  hate  their  former  Lords , 
They  fight ,  nor  yet  expert  our  Swords  ^, 
Sut  fadly  conquer  for  us  with  their  own  i 

Our  ancient  Foe ,  the  Pride  of  Spain-s-  25 

The  fierce  Cantahrian  takes  the  Chain  ^ 
Tho'  late ,  at  fait  he*s  forc'd  to  yield : 
The  Parthians  fly ,  the  Scythiana  now 
..Their  Arrows  break ,  unftring  their  Bow?. 
And^are  refblv'd  to  quit  the  fatal  Field :  3^ 

Negle£t  the  various  turns  of  State , 
The  fports  of  Chance,  or  nods  of  Fate,. 
Grown  private  watch  not  o'er  Affairs  > 
But  fmile ,  and  eagerly  recvive 
The  Goods  the  prefent  time  can  give ;  3j 

And  leave  behind  the  grave  fatigue  of  Care&i. 
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ODE     IX. 

^  Dialogue  between  Horace  and  Lydia. 

[_'By  Mr.  Duke.] 

iTT  rHilft  I  was  welcome  to  your  Heart, 

VV     In  which  no  happier  Youth  had  part? 
And  full  of  more  prevailing  Charms 
Threw  round  your  Neck  his  dearer  Arms  > 
I  flourifti'd  richer ,  and  more  bleft  S 

Than  the  great  Monarch  of  the  Eaft. 

Lydia. 

Whilft  all  thy  Soul  with  me  was  fillM, 

Nor  Lydia  did  to  Chloe  yield , 

Lydia  the  celebrated  Name , 

The  only  Theme  of  Verfe  and  Fame  ,  lo 

I  flourilh'd  more  than  (he  renowned  , 

Whofe  Godlike  Son  our  Rome  did  found. 

Hirace, 

Me  Chloe  now ,  whom  ev'ry  Mufe 

And  ev'ry  Grace  adorn,  fubduesi 

For  whom  I'd  gladly  die,  to  fave  if 

Her  dearer  Beauties  from  the  Grave. 

Lydia, 

Me  lovely  Calais  doth  fire 

With  mutual  flames  of  fierce  defire, 

For  whom  I  twice  would  die ,  to  fave 

His  Youth  more  precious  from  the  Grave.  s.o 

Horace, 

What,  if  our  former  Loves  return. 
And  our  firil  Fires  again  fliould  burn , 


O  D  E  X.    Lib.  III.  ?; 

If  Chloe*s  baniih'd  ,  to  make  way 
For  the  f orfaken  Lydia  ? 

Lydia. 

Tho'  he  Is  fliining  as  a  Star ,  ^S 

Conftant ,  and  kind  as  he  is  fair ; 
Though  light  as  Cork ,  rough  as  the  Sea , 
Yet  I  would  live ,  would  die  with  thee. 

o  D  E    X. 

lie  tells  Lyce  that  perhaps  he  fhall  not  always  U  site 
to  endure  her  Scorn* 

DID  Lyce  drink  cold  Tana'is  Flood , 
A  Scythian's  Bride  that  fed  on  blood , 
Yet  would  you  grieve  to  fee  the  kind> 
The  conftant  Hcrrace  grafp  the  Floor, 
Extended  by  thy  cruel  Door  ,  j 

ExposM  to  th'  fury  of  the  native  Wind. 

Dofl  hear  what  Tempefts  beat  thy  Gate? 
How  all  rufli  on  as  arm*d  with  Fate  ? 
And  how  thy  pleafmg  Groves  are  toil? 
With  what  fevere  and  piercing  Light  lo 

The  Moon  and  Stars  now  gild  the  Night, 
And  glaze  the  fcatter'd  Snow  with  hoary  Frofl? 

Thy  haughty  Pride  and  Scorn  remove," 
Ingrate ,  and  Enemy  to  Love ', 
My  paflions  Tide  may  ebb  again:  i/ 

No  Scythian  Mother  brought  thee  forth ^ 
And  hardened  by  the  freezing  North, 
That  ardent  Lovers  thus  ihould  burn  in  vain. 

If  all  my  Prayers  and  Gifts  are  weak , 

Nor  violet  Palenefs  of  my  Cheek ,  20 
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The  Lover's  Livery,  can  moves 
If  that  thy  Husband  fcorns  thy  Charms  ? 
And  takes  a  Songftrefs  to  his  Arms , 
Can  ne*er  provoke  thee  to  my  firmer  Love ; 

O  flifFas  Oaks  to  warm  Defire,  2j* 

Too  iiard  to  burn  in  my  foft  Fire, 
As  fierce  as  Snakes  on  Lybian  Shore; 
Tho'  now  my  patient  Side  can  bear 
Thy  Door  ,  the  Rain ,  and  piercing  Air , 
Yet  time  may  come  v/hen  'twill  endure  no  more*      30 

ODE     XL 

To  Mercury,  and  his  Shell,  whom  he  dcfrcs  to  ?mve 

Lyde,    and  tells  the  Story  o/DanaUs'x 

Daughters, 

Sweet  Mercury  (for  taught  by  you 
The  lift'ning  Stones  Am^hion  drew) 
And  plcafmg  Shell ,  well  skill'd  to  raife 
From  fevcn  ftrctch'd  Strings  the  fweeteft  Lays> 
Once  mute ,  but  now  a  Friend  to  Feafls ,  y 

To  cheer  the  Gods,  and  Rich-mens  Guefts> 
Play  Tunes ,  as  may  provoke  to  hear 
Ev'n  Lyae's  coy  denying  Ear. 
She ,  like  a  Colt ,  frisks  o'er  the  Plain , 
A  Rider  hates ,  nor  takes  the  Rein  s  10 

Unable  yet  to  bear  the  Force 
And  flrength  of  the  obliging  Horfe: 
You  Tigers ,  you  the  liflning  Woods 
Can  draw ,  and  flop  the  rapid  Floods  ; 
Ev'n  Cerberus  thy  Force  confefl: ,  15 

Well-pleas'd  he  lay ,  and  lull'd  in  Reft> 
Tho'  thoufand  hilling  Serpents  fpread 
And  guard  around  his  horrid  Head , 
And  Gore  foam'd  round  his  tripple  Tc«igue> 
He  gently  liftea'd  to  thy  Song :  20 
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Ixion ,  Tyth'A  heard  below ,. 

And  fmird  but  with  a  gloomy  Brow : 

The  leaky  Tub  a  while  was  dry, 

And  Danam  Race  flood  idle  by , 

Whilft  thy  harmonious  Tunes  did  pleafe ,  i5 

Thty  fmird  at  their  unufual  Eafei 

Begin  fweet  Lays ,  let  Lyde  hear 

What  Crimes  they  did ,  what  Pains  they  bear* 

Tell  how  their  Tub  can  nought  retain , 

But  ftill  gives  fpace  for  idle  Pain ,  30 

How  Vengeance  comes ,  tho'  moving  ilow  y 

And  ftrikes  the  guilty  Souls  below : 

They  could  (could  Hell  contrive  a  blacker  Deed!)^ 

Thar  Husbands  ftab,  and  fmile  to  fee  them  bked: 

But  one  more  worthy  of  the  Name  of  Wife ,  3/ 

The  hopes  and  end  of  every  Virgin's  Life, 

Her  p.TJurM  Father  bravely  difobeyM, 

And  lives  thro'  future  Age  a  glorious  Maid : 

With  Love  and  Pity  in  her  Look , 

She  wak'd  her  Spoufe,  and  thus  (he  fpoke,  40 

Fly,  fly,  left  Fate  fhculd  fcize  thy  breath, 

And  Sleep  be  lengthned  into  Death: 

Fly,  fly,  thy  unexpeded  Fate, 

My  Sifters  Rage,  and  Father's  Hate, 

Like  Lioneflfes  on  a  Steer  4/ 

They  grin  ,  and  tear ,  ah  me !  they  tear : 

More  tender  Til  not  ftrike  the  Blow, 

Nor  keep  thee  for  a  fiercer  Foe  : 

Me  let  my  Father  load  with  Chains , 

Join  Wit  and  Cruelty  in  Pains  :  Jo 

Me  let  him  fenti  to  Lybian  Shores , 

'Midft  poys'nous  Saakes  ,  and  fwarthy  ModTSy 

For  faving  you,  I'd  gladly  bear. 

Nor  Ihow  I'm  Woman  by  a  Tear  : 

Fly ,  fly ,  dear  Partner  of  my  Bed ,  fS 

Whiift  Night  can  hide,  and  Vraus  lead. 
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Fly ,  fly  ,  let  happy  Omens  wait , 

And  guide  thee  fafe  thro*  gloomy  Fate ; 

Remember  me,  and  o*er  my  Grave 

Write  this  in  a  complaining  Epitaph,  ^o 

ODE     XII. 

He  congratulates  Neobule'/  Happinefs ,    who  lov'd 
a  deferving  Man* 

»nr^IS  hard  to  be  deny'd  to  prove 

JL    The  foft  Delights  of  pleafmg  Loves 
"Tis  hard  to  be  deny'd  to  play , 
And  v/ith  fwcet  Wines  walh  Cares  aways 
Still  to  be  toft  with  doubting  Fear , 
Left  angry  Friends  fliould  prove  ^QveTe , 
And  with  Aiarp  Chidings  wound  our  Ear, 
Young  wanton  Cnpid's  Darts  and  Bow 
Have  forcM  thy  Spindle  from  thee  now  > 
Thy  Wool,  and  all  Minerva's  Toils  lo 

Are  charming  Hebrews  Beauties  Spoils; 
He  lives  thy  Mind's  continual  Theme, 
And  you  can  think  on  nought  but  him; 
Hebre ,  a  Youth  of  Manly  force  > 

None  (its  fo  well  the  manag'd  Horfe;  ly 

'Bdlerophon  would  ftrive  in  vain 
To  guide  with  fo  gentile  a  Rein : 
In  all  he  fliows  a  manly  Grace  , 
In  Cuffing  ftout,  and  fwift  in  Race, 
When  his  oil'd  Arms  havS  cut  the  Flood  20 

In  fwimming  ftrong ;  he  takes  the  Wood , 
Thro'  Plains  purfues  the  flying  Doe , 
And  flioots  with  an  unerring  Bow; 
Or  elfe  for  Boars  his  Toils  he  {tts , 
And  takes  them  foaming  in  his  Net*.  2^ 


} 
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ODE     XIII. 

To  his  pUafant  Fountains* 

BLundttfia's  Spring,  more  clear  than  Glafs, 
That  bubbles  thro'  the  rifing  Grafs : 
Thee  Wine  fliould  fweeten ,  Crowns  adorn , 
But  now  a  wanton  Ridgling  dies 
A  pious  humble  Sacrifice ,  y 

His  flowing  blood  Ihall  paint  the  rifing  Morn : 

With  budding  Horns  he  dares  to  fight  j 
His  Fury  baftens  to  Delight  i 
Courage  with  Love  together  grows 
In  vain,  in  vainj  his  wanton  Blood  10 

Shall  furely  ftain  thy  cooler  Flood  , 
And  pay  the  mighty  Debt  his  Mafter  owes : 

The  furious  Dog-Star's  burning  Beams 
In  vain  attempt  thy  living  Streams , 
In  vain  they  flrike  thy  facred  Deep »  is 

You  yield  delightful  liquid  Snow 
To  Oxen  wearied  with  the  Plow , 
And  cool  the  thirfty  Heat  of  wandring  Sheep : 

You  rank'd  fliall  be  'midft  noble  Springs , 
And  high  in  Fame ,  while  Horace  fings ,  2.C 

The  /hady  "Beech  that  rifing  grows 
Where,  by  great  Neptuns's  Trident  ftrook, 
A  PafTage  opens  thro'  the  Rock , 
And  whence  thy  prattling  Stream  of  water  flQW5» 
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ODE    XIV. 

He  refolves  to  he  merry  at  Cafar*/  Return* 

CcyEfar ,  who  like  Alcides ,  Rome , 
Did  march  to  bring  the  Laurel  home , 
Bought  with  his  Death ,  from  diftant  S^ain 
Is  now  reairn'd  in  Peace  again : 

Let  Cafar's  Qtieen,  with  One  content?  '  f 

With  pious  thanks  juft  Gods  prefenti 
iiis  Sifter  too ,  as  bright  in  Charms  , 
And  great  as  Cafar  in  his  Arms : 

And  you ,  whofe  Sons  kind  Fates  reflore , 

With  humble  Modefty  adore;  lo 

Ye  fmiling  Maids ,  ye  Girls  and  Boys , 
And  you ,  that  tafte  the  Marriage  Joys , 
With  Mirth  falutc  our  Conqu'ring  Lord , 
Nor  drop  one  inaufpicious  Word. 

This  Day ,  to  me  a  real  Feaft ,  iS 

Black  Cares  fliall  banifh  from  my  Breaft ; 
I'll  fear  no  Tumults ,  fear  no  Pains , 
Nor  violent  Death,  whilft  (afar  Reigns: 

Boy,  bring  me  Oyl,  and  Crowns  prepare, 

And  Wine  that  knew  the  Marfian  War  >.  20 

If  any  Cask  could  hidden  lye 

From  wondring  S^artacus  his  Eye : 

Bid  fweet  Neara  fpread  her  Charms , 

And  hafte  to  fly  into  my  Arms : 

But ,  if  the  curfed  Porter  ftay ,  s.f 

And  ask  thee  Queftions ,  come  away  : 

Now  fnowy  Time  hath  cooPd  my  RagCj 
I  am  not  eager  to  engage; 
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But  yet  I  know  when  I  was  wont 

To  Itorm  at  fuch  a  rude  Affront,  30 

Whilft  Youth  was  warm ;  but  Love  is  cold , 

And  I  can  b:ar  now  I  am  old. 


ODE     XV. 

He  advifeth  an  old  Woman  to  be  modefl, 

THOU  Wife  oilbycm  the  Poor, 
Forbear ,  and  toy  in  Love  no  more  ? 
Confine  thy  Luft  and  end  thy  Shame  , 
Nor  ftrive  to  blaze  with  dying  Flame  ^ 
Now  near  to  Death  that  comes  but  flow, 
Now  thou  art  flepping  down  below : 
Sport  not  amongfl  the  blooming  Maids , 
But  think  on  Ghofls,  tnd  empty  Shades: 
What  fuits  with  Fholoe  in  her  Bloom , 
Gray  Chloris,  will  not  thee  become,  ^  le 

A  Bed  is  different  from  a  Tomb  : 
Thy  Daughter ,  with  a  better  Grace , 
Tho*  wrinkles  plough  her  withered  Face, 
Might  burn,  and  rage,  break  young  Men's  Doors, 
And  wafle  the  relicks  of  her  Hours ',  if 

Let  Kotkus  Love  force  her  to  play 
Like  wanton  Kids  i'th'  heat  of  May^ 
Lttcerian  Wool  with  Purple  flain'd  , 
Not  Harps ,  become  thy  withered  Hand, 
The  purple  rofy  Crowns  difgrace  20 

The  earthy  Palenefs  of  thy  Face; 
And  drink  until  the  Hogfliead's  dry , 
Then  fuck  the  ^ttggs ,  no  blood  will  By 
To  thy  pale  Cheek ,  nor  foftnefs  to  thy  Eye# 


} 


} 


9^'      ODE  XVI.    Lib.  III. 
ODE      XVI. 

All  Things  obey  Gold. 


A 


Tower  of  Brafs,  Gates  ftrong  and  barr'd, 
And  watchful  Dogs  fufpicious  Guard, 
From  creeping  Night  Adulterers  , 
That  fought  imprifonM  Dana'e's  Bed , 
Might  have  fecur'd  one  Maiden-Head  s  5 

And  freed  the  old  Acrijim  from  his  Fears  : 

But  Jove  and  Fenm  foon  betray'd 
The  jealous  Guardian  of  the  Maid; 
They  knew  the  way  to  take  the  hold ; 
They  knew  the  Pafs  muft  open  lye  •  lo 

To  ev'ry  Hand  and  ev'ry  Eye , 
When  Jove  himfelf  was  Bribe ,  and  turn*d  to  Gold  : 

Gold  loves  to  break  through  Gates  and  Barrs , 
It  is  the  Thunderbolt  of  Wars  s 
It  flies  thro'  Walls  ,  and  breaks  a  way:  ly 

By  Gold  the  Argive  Augur  fell , 
It  taught  the  Children  to  rebel , 
And  made  the  Wife  her  fatal  Lord  betray : 

when  Engines ,  and  when  Arts  do  fail , 
The  golden  Wedge  can  cleave  the  Wall  i  20 

Gold  Philifs  Rival  Kings  overthrew  s 
Rough  Sea-men  \  ihibborn  as  the  Flood 
And  angry  Seas  that  they  have  plow'dj 
Bribes  quickly  fnare ,  and  eafily  fubdue  : 

Gare  ftill  attends  encreafing  Store ,  zs 

And  craving  Appetite  for  more; 
Macenas ,  Honour  of  our  Knights , 
How  juftly  was  thy  Friend  afraid 
To  raife  his  too  confpicuous  Head , 
And  foar  to  lofty,  and  to  envy'd  Heights?  50 
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Thofe  that  do  much  themfelves  deny. 
Receive  more  Bleflings  from  the  Sky : 
I  love  a  mean  and  fafe  Retreat  s 
And  naked  now  with  hafte  retire 
To  Humble  Thofe  who  nought  defire;  3j* 

And  joy  to  leave  the  Party  of  the  Great : 

In  my  fcorn'd  Farm  a  greater  Lord 
Than  if  my  crouded  Barns  were  ftor'd 
With  all  the  ftout  Appulian  reaps  s 
.     Than  if  to  me  Pa6iolus  ran  40 

And  rourd  in  flowing  Tides  of  Gain , 
Whilft  I  was  poor  amidfl  my  mighty  Heaps ; 

A  purling  Spring,  a  ftiady  Grove, 
To  raife  my  Song ,  and  eafe  my  Love , 
My  Farm  that  ne'er  deceives  my  Hopes,  4/ 

Make  me  feem  happier  to  the  Wife , 
Tho'  not  to  bafe  and  vulgar  Eyes , 
Than  he  that  boafts  his  fruitful  Libya's  Crops : 

Tho'  no  Calahrian  Bees  do  p-ive 
Their  greatiul  tribute  to  my  Hive  s  y* 

No  wines  by  rich  Campania  fent 
In  my  ignoble  Casks  ferments 
No  Flocks  in  Gallick  Plains  grow  fat : 
Yet  I  am  free  from  pinching  Want , 
And  beg'd  I  more  ,  my  Lord  would  grant  3         SS 
And  to  my  Wiflies  equal  my  Eftate : 

But  now  more  fafe ,  and  more  fecurely  bleft 
Than  if  my  Hand  grafp'd  Eaft  and  Wefl  : 
He,  that_asks  much,  muftilill  want  more.; 
Happy ,  to  whom  indulgent  Heav'n  Cm 

Enough ,  and  fparingly  hath  giv'n , 
And  made  his  Mind  proportioned  to  his  Store. 


5^  O  D  E  XVII.XVIir.  LiB.III. 
ODE     XVII. 

He  advifeth  his  mhle  Friend  JEMus  Lamias  t» 
live  merrily, 

GReat  Sir,  from  ancient  Lamm  fprung> 
As  noble  a  Defcent,  as  long; 
(From  him ,  the  Spring ,  thy  generous  Blood 
In  undifturbed  Streams  has  flowM ; 
From  him  the  Lamias  took  their  Name-,  ^ 

And  fwell  the  Annals  of  our  Fame; 
Thy  gen*rous  Blood  rowl'd  nobly  down 
From  him  that  fillM  the  Formian  Throne , 
Where  fwoln  with  Rain  fwift  Liris  roars , 
And  wafhes  fair  Marica's  Shores;  lo 

A  Potent  Scepter  grac'd  his  Hand , 
And  meafur'd  out  a  wide  Command.) 
To-morrow  furious  Winds  fliall  Ipread 
The  troubled  Shore  with  ufelefs  Weed., 
And  fill  the  Woods  with  fcatter*d  Leaves »  ly 

Unlefs  the  cawing  Crow  deceives, 
The  Crow  that  flill  foretells  a  Rain 
And  Storm  ,  and  never  caws  in  vain: 
Now  Pile  thy  Wood  ,  whilfl  found  -and  dry. 
To-morrow  Morn  a  Pig  fhall  die ,  20 

And  Wine  fhall  cheer  thy  Slaves  and  thee. 
From  Country  Toil ,  and  Bufinefs  free , 
And  all  enjoy  a  fliort-liv'd  Liberty, 

ODE  XVIII.    7o  Faunus. 

Whofe  Favour  and  Prote&ion  he  dejires, 

FAtmw ,  that  flying  Nymphs  purfues , 
And  courts  as  oft  as  they  refufe , 
If  yearly  Ridglings  ftain  thy  Grove, 
•If  the  large  Bowl ,  the  Friend  of  Love , 

Stifl 


20 

} 
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Still  flows  with  wine  j  if  Prayers  invoke ,  y 

And  thy  old  Shrines  with  Odors  imoke , 

Defend  my  Fields  ,  and  funny  Farm , 

And  ke:p  my  tender  Flocks  from  harm  ; 

O'er  grafly  Plains  the  wanton  Flocks , 

The  Village  with  their  idle  Ox  ,  lo 

Sport  o'er  the  Fields ,  all  finely  dreA 

When  cold  December  doth  reftore  thy  Feail ; 

Tf^he  Lambs  midil  rav'nous  Wolves  repofej 

The  Wood  to  thee  fpreads  ruftick  Boughs , 

The  Ditcher ,  v/ith  his  country  Jug ,  if 

Then  fmiles  to  Dance  where  once  he  dug, 

ODE    XIX, 

jf  merry  Ode  t»  his  Friend,  who  i»as  a 
Students 

HOW  many  Years  divide 
Old  Inachm  and  Codrm  Reign , 
Who  for  his  Country  bravely  dy'd , 
You  feek  with  mighty  Pain  , 
Thefe  are  the  idle  Labours  of  thy  Brain*  f 

Old  (i/£acus  you  can  derive  from  Jove , 
And  tell  what  mighty  Kin  he  had  above ; 
You  all  the  Trojan  Wars  can  write , 
But  never  mind  what  Wine  will  cofl , 
Who  make  a  Feaft,  and  who  invite,  i^ 

And  who  a  Fire  prepares  at  Night , 
Now  winter  fpreads  the  Fields  with  hoary  Froil. 

A  Glafs  !  come,  fill  me  to  the  rifmg  Moon » 
To  Midnight ,  and  to  Morning  one  i 
We'll  never  part  while  the  Stars  fliine;  ir 

Forget  thy  Books ,  thofe  idle  Dreams ; 
Fill  round  i  three  Bowels ,  or  nine , 
Are  fober  Jollity's  Extreams, 


9^        ODE  XX.    Lib.  IIL 

He  that  th*  uneven  Mufes  loves , 
"With  three  times  three  his  heat  improves  j  20 

A  flaring  Poet,  rais*d  by  ev'ry  Bowls 
The  fober  Grace  with  th*  naked  two. 
Afraid  of  Brawls  but  Three  allow  , 
And  only  cheer,  but  never  heat  the  Soul: 

I  mufl  be  Mad  ,  what  means  the  Flute?  zf 

Why  hangs  the  Pipe  and  filent  Lute  ? 
I  hate  a  Niggard  ,  quickly  fpread 
The  fweeteft  Rofes  round  my  Heads 
Let  LycM  hear  the  roaring  Noife , 
And  flic  ,  the  Neighbouring  Mifs  ,  50 

That  doth  his  feeble  Love  defpife, 
And  let  them  pine ,  and  envy  at  our  Joys : 

Thee  ,  Beauteous  with  thy  bulhy  Hair, 
And  like  the  brighteft  Evening  Star, 
Ripe  Chtoe  feeks  with  warm  deflres  i  of 

W  hilft  I ,  a  dull  expecting  Fop  , 
Still  linger  on  v/ith  lazy  hope , 
And  flowiy  melt  inGlycera's  tormenting  Fires. 

ODE    XX. 

lie  advifcth  his  Friend  mt  to  firive  to  part  a  Lever 
and  his  Mijlrefst 

D'  OST  fee  what  Dangers  muli  attend 
I'hy  pious  Duty  to  thy  Friends 
'*Tis  hard  to  rob  a  Tygrefs  of  her  Young ; 
Ah  bafied ,  thou  J[halt  foon  retreat , 
And,   midfl:  the  fliame  of  a  defeat,  j* 

.Unequal  Foe,  confefs  her  force  too  ftrong* 
When  flie,  v/ith  Fury  raised  ,fhall  move 
Thro'  throngs  of  Youth  that  offer  Love, 
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And  ftrive  to  win  her  Hearts  to  feize  the  Fairs 

Then  ihall  we  fee  who  wins  the  Day,  lo 

And  who  lliall  feize  the  Beauteous  Pre/, 

And  in  Nearchm  have  the  greateft  fhare ; 

Whilft  you  your  winged  Arrows  draw , 
She  whets  her  Teeth ,  and  fpreads  her  Paw  i 
Whilft  he,  that  muft  beftow  the  Prize,  ly 

Sits  unconcerned  with  gloting  Eyesi 

On  all  around  his  amorous  Glances  ipread » 
His  perfumM ,  loofe  and  wanton  Hair  "^ 
Permitting  to  the  waving  Air  , 

As  fweet  as  Nireus ,  or  as  Ganymed* 

ODE    XXI. 

He prom'tfeth  Corvinus ,  according  to  his  dejtre,  u  entertda 

him  mth  his  beft  eld  Wine ,  and  takes  occafan 

thereby  to  fmg  its  Praifes, 

[^y  another  Hand."] 

YOU ,  my  good  Cask ,  are  of  a  Date 
with  Conful  Manliiis  and  with  me , 
Produce  your  charge ,  whatever  it  be  j 
Or  Love ,  or  Strife ,  or  loud  Debate , 
Or  gentle  Sleep ,  or  Wit  ferenely  free^  y 

On  fuch  a  Day  ,  for  fuch  a  Friend  ■■, 

with  Majjick  Juice  our  Souls  refines 
Whatever  "Bacchus  may  dcjQgn , 

Corvinus  bids  the  Stream  defcends 
Corvinns  loves  to  mix  Philofophy  and  Wine*  1^3 

wine  kept  old  Cato's  Virtue  warms 

This  whets  the  Dull ,  and  Wit  infpires  s 
The  Grave  with  fprightly  Vigour  fires  j 

And ,  by  a  never-failing  charm , 
Unlocks  the  Mind ,  and  all  its  gay  Defires»  j  f 

E  2 


loo    ODE  XXII.  XXIII.    Lib.  III. 

Wine  with  frelh  Hope  the  Coward  cheers  s 
Revives  the  Wretched  and  Undone , 
And  makes  the  Slave  his  Lord  difown : 

What  Wretch ,  when  arm*d  by  Tlacckw ,  fears 
To  meet  a  Warrior's  Arm,  or  fland  a  Tyrant's  Frown  ?  20 

"Let  Venus,  and  the  God  of  Wine , 

And  every  Grace,  too  ftri6lly  chaft, 
Come ,  if  they  pleafe ,  and  crown  the  Feall : 
Our  Torches  and  our  Souls  Ihall  fhine , 
Till  we  outface  the  Sun ,  when  rifmg  from  the  Eaft.  25- 

ODE    XXII. 

He  dedicates  his  Pine  to  Diana. 

KIND  Guardian  of  my  Hills  and  Grove , 
Who  thrice  implor'd  doft  hear,  and  fare 
The  teeming  Women  from  the  Grave  , 
Great  hereon  Earth,  in  Hell,  and  great  Above. 

This  Tree  be  thine ,  that  long  hath  flood  5" 

To  Ihade  my  Houfe  i  as  Years  roul  round , 
A  Bore,  that  aims  a  fide-ways  wound, 
Shall  Yearly  ftain  the  Trunk  with  offer'd  Blood, 

ODE    XXIII. 

Tnmcence  fleafes  Heaven  more  than  Sacrif.ee, 


A 


Fat  and  coftly  Sacrifice 
Is  not  the  welcom'il  Tribute  to  the  Skies , 
|rhey*re  more  delighted  with  the  fmall  expence 
Of  Honefty  and  Innocence* 

Let  ruftick  Phydife  prepare 

At  each  new  Moon  an  humble  Pray'f  ? 


ODE  XXIV.    Lib.  III.     loi 

\nd  at  her  old  Penates  Shrine 
>ur  one  fmall  bowl  of  Country  Wine , 
in  their  Altars  with  a  greedy  Swine  s 
No  fcorching  Winds  ihall  blaft  her  Fruit,  lo 

Her  Corn  be  free  from  barren  fmuc  i 
Nor  let  her  darling  Children  fear 
The  (hiv'ring  Agues  of  the  dying  Year. 

The  Sacrifice  Albanian  Paftures  ittd  , 

Or  Snowy  Algidum's  cold  Mountains  breed,  if 

'Midft  fruitful  Oaks ,  a  pamper'd  Beaft , 

Shall  flain  the  Axes  of  the  Priefl:  : 

But  why  fliould  you  profufely  try 

With  flaughter'd  Flocks  to  bribe  the  Sky  > 
Since  Myrtle  Crowns,and  from  the  neighbouring  Flood  20 

Few  fprinkled  drops  fliall  pleafe  the  God 
More  than  whole  Rivers  of  their  ofFer'd  Blood  ? 

If,  with  an  unpolluted  Hand , 
Which  neither  Blood  nor  wicked  Arts  have  flain' d , 

A  little  Meal  and  Salt  you  bring ,  "J    2 j" 

*Twill  prove  a  more  prevailing  Offering 
Than  all  the  Spices  of  the  Eaflern  King. 

ODE     XXIV. 


} 


Nothing  can  fecure  a  Man  from  Death  ,    snd  Cffvetortfnefs 
is  the  R90t  of  a! I  Evil. 

X  Hough  you  had  all  the  Spice  and  Gold 
Arabian  fweats ,  and  the  rich  Indies  hold ; 
Tho'  you  extend  your  Palaces 
O'er  the  Tyrrhene ,  and  Pontick  Seas  s 

When  ftrong  Neceflity  f 

Shall  fix  her  Adamantine  Hooks  on  thee , 
When  (he  fhall  drag  away 
The  trembling  melancholy  Prey , 
Not  all  thy  Wealth  fhall  fave 
Thv  Mind  from  Fear ,  or  Body  from  the  Grave.        10 
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Happier  the  wandring  Scythians  live, 
Who  all  their  Houfe  in  one  fmall  Waggon  drive, 

Where  no  unequal  bounds 
Do  parcel  out  the  Land  in  private  Grounds , 
The  Corn  grows  freely  for  the  common  Good;         IS 

And  when  one  Year  their  Fields  they  plowed, 

They  fit  at  Eafe ,  whilft  others  toil , 
And  equal  pains  manure  the  publick  Soil. 

There  all  the  Cups ,  the  Step-dames  Hands  prefent 

To  unfurpe6ting  Heirs  ,  are  innocent:  2.0 

No  Wife  confiding  on  her  Dow'r, 
Or  rich  Gallant  ufurps  her  Husband's  Pow'r  s 

None  there  a  lawlefs  fway  pretends , 
Her  Portion  is  the  virtue  of  her  Friends, 

And  cautious  Mod  eft  y  25* 

That  clofer  draws  the  Marriage  tye, 
They  fear  to  fm ,  or  finning  doom'd  to  dyt* 

He  that  would  prize  his  Country's  good , 
And  ilop  the  Ifliie  of  our  Civil  Blood  s 
He  that  would  itand  in  Brafs  as  fix'd  as  Fate ,  30 

Be  nam'd  the  Father  of  the  States 

Let  him  reftrain  this  brutal  Rage: 

A  glorious  Man  in  future  Age  \ 
Since  envious  we  defpife 

Virtue  when  prefent ,  when  it  flies  j^* 

Stand  and  gaze  after  it  with  longing  Eyes ! 

But  fad  Complaints  are  vain , 
Vice  only  yields  to  Pain , 
Her  Sword  UnOc  Juftice  needs  muft  draw? 
And  cut  it  off  by  neceffary  Laws  40 

And  what  are  Laws  ?  State  Pageantry ! 

Unlefs  obey'd 
With  the  fame  Rev'rence  they  were  made, 
Unlefs  our  Manners  and  the  Rules  agree ! 
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The  Merchants  dare  to  cut  the  Line ,  45" 

Where  Beams  ftill  boil  the~Metal  in  the  Mine, 
Nor  can  the  frigid  Coafl , 

That  lyes  bound  up  with  lazy  Froft , 

Nor  all  the  Snow  and  Northern  Ice , 
E*er  cool  the  Sailer's  flaming  Avarices  S^ 

In  feeble  Ships  they  dare  to  ride 

And  boldly  flem  the  higheft  Tide , 
Whenfcarce  three  Inches  them  and  Death  divides 

For  Poverty ,  that  great  difgrace , 

Still  drives  them  on  the  vicious  Races  SS 

Whilil  Virtue's  Paths  ,  that  lead  on  high, 

Untrod  and  unfrequented  ]j.e , 
Few  think  it  worth  their  while  to  climb  the  Sky. 

To  Jove's  great  Shrine  let  Romans  bring 

Their  Wealth,  a  grateful  Offerings  6^ 

For  thofe  that  thus  their  Treafures  fpend , 

Juft  Bleflings  crown ,  and  joyful  Shouts  attend : 

Or  in  the  Neighboring  Flood 
Let's  caft  our  Jewels  and  our  Gold  , 
For  which  we  have  our  Virtue  fold ,  6f 

Our  Gold  the  dear-bought  caufe  of  all  our  Blood : 
Wealth,  formed  near  Hell,  when  here  on  Earth 

Brings  up  the  curfed  Region  of  its  Birth. 

If  we  repent ,  and  hate  the  Crimes 
And  Follies  of  our  own  and  Fathers  times  ,  ,  70 

We  muft  root  out  the  very  Seeds  of  Sin , 
And  plant  new  Virtue  in  s 
The  Soil  is  foft ,  and  if  manur'd  with  care , 

And  manly  Arts,  may  bear 
A  fruitful  Crop,  Virtue  may  fprout  again,  jf 

And  with  a  vafl:  encreafe  rev/ard  the  Tiller's  pain. 

Our  Nobles  Sons  with  an  unequal  force 
Now  fcarce  can  fit  the  manag'd  Horfe , 

E  4. 
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They  hate  the  Ring,  nor  dare  to  ride  the  Courfe; 

But  Cards,  unlawful  Dice,  80 

And  all  the  myfteries  of  Vice 

That  Greece  e*er  taught ,  or  Rome  improv'd,  they  knowj 
For  thefe  they  nobler  Deeds  forego  > 
Thefe  are  their  Arts ,  their  chief  delights , 

ThePleafures  of  their  Days,  and  Study  of  their  Nights.  8f 

Mean  while  their  perjur'd  Fathers  cheat , 
tiJrow  grey  in  bafe  Oppreflion ,  and  Deceit  j 

To  their  beft  Friends  their  Oaths  are  Snares , 
Whilft,  at  the  vaft  Expence 

Of  Honefty  and  Innocence,  5?o 

They  heap  up  Wealth  for  their  unworthy  Heirs. 
Their  Stores  encreafe,  and  yet,  I  know  not  what. 
Still  they  do  fomethi  ng  want , 

Which  neither  Pains  can  get-,  nor  Heav'n  can  grant, 
To  fwell  their  narrow  to  a  full  Eilate,  c^j 

ODE    XXV.    To  Bacchus. 

He  5  being  inffired  by  Bacchus ,  is  enabled  to  fieak  grsat 
and  extraordinary  things  of  Csefar. 

[Tiy  another  Hand.  J 

GOD  of  Wine ,  refiftlefs  Pow'r , 
Whither  will  you  hurry  me , 
Full  of  the  Deity, 
Tranfported  with  a  Rage  unfelt  before  ? 

W  hither ,  whither  muft  I  rove  ?  y 

To  what  wild  Cave,  what  diftant  Grove? 
where  fing  of  Cafar's  high  Renown , 
Kis  deathlefs  Glory,  ftarry  Crown? 
How ,  with  aflembled  Gods  above , 

He  fits  majeftick  down,  xo 

And  dilates  fage  Advice  to  Jove, 
Give  me  a  Theme  that's  great  and  new  a 


ODE  XXVI.    Lib.  Ul     i6f 

Untouch'd  by  any  other  Mufe. 
See  !  fee !  through  Hills  and  tra6ts  of  Snow  . 

The  S^cc/;^^^/ diftraded  ftrays ,  ly 

Whilft  all  the  God  her  Frenfy  does  infufe  j 
How  wild  flie  looks !  How  fwii  tly  Che  fufveys 
Hebrus ,  and  Rhodope ,  and  Thrace  1 

Thus  mad  ,  thus  wild , 
Through  Woods  and  Shores  I'd  pafs,  :o 

with  rage  and  wonder  fiird. 
Cod  of  the  Virgin  fran tick  Train  ! 

Whofe  hands  the  thrilling  Jav'^lin  throw ; 
I  fcprn  what's  human ,  mean ,  and  low , 
Nor  will  attempt  a  mortal  Strain :  ^S 

All  other  Pleafures  I  forgoe , 
Nor  any  Danger  fear, 
To  follow  fuch  a  God  as  you , 
Who  on  your  God-like  Brow  the  cluiler'd  Garland  wear, 

ODE    XXVI. 

l^ovo  being  grovon  Oldy   he  bids  fare a> el  to  Lov^, 

ONCE  I  was  gay  ,  and  great  in  Charms^ 
Succefs  ftill  waited  on  my  Arms , 
In  Veatis  Battels  bravely  ftout, 
I  fought ,  and  conquered  when  I  fought  r 
But  nov/  my  Arms  and  wanton  Lyre,  '  f 

Whofe  Tunes  could  fpread  Harmonious  Fire,    •-< 
Whofe  moving  ftroaks  could  foon  impart 
Soft  Wilhes  to  the  tender  Heart, 
•  My  Torches ,  Leavers ,  Darts  and  Bows, 

That  broke  the  Doors  that  did  oppofe,  lo 

That  did  all  Obitacles  remove 
Which  hinder' d  my  purfuit  of  Love  3 
In  Vei^ms  Shrine  unheeded  lie 
With  all  my  Love's  Artillery ; 


io5^    ODE  XXVII.    Lib.  III. 

Great  Goddefs ,  who  o'er  Cyprus  reigns  ,  if 

And  fcorching  Memphis  burning  Plains , 

Let  coy  and  fcornful  Chlo'e  know 

The  fury  of  thy  Cupid's  Bow  j 

And  let  her  fmart  for  her  difdain , 

Enflame  her  Breaft ,  and  I  jfhall  love  again.  lo 

ODE  XXVII.    To  Galatea. 

He  difcourageth  her  from  going  to  Sea,    by  what  happen^ i 
to  Eur  op  a. 

['By  another  Hand.J 

LET  the  ill-boding  noifie  Jay 
Salute  the  Guilty  on  their  Wayj 
Let  Foxes ,  as  they  pafs  along , 
And  Wolves  accoil  them ,  big  with  Young. 

Let  Snakes ,  as  fwift  as  Arrows ,  thwart  S 

The  Road ,  and  make  their  Horfes  ftart  > 
But  you  no  Guilt,  no  Danger  know, 
why  fliould  I  be  concerned  for  you  ? 

I'll  fummon  from  the  Eaftern  Skies 

The  Crow  J  e'er  to  the  Fenns  he  flies;  10 

And  bid  him  change  his  croaking  Strain  » 

And  not  forebode  or  wind  or  Rain* 

May  Galatea  happy  be , 

And  kinly  ftill  remember  me  f 

May  no  rude  Pye  ,  or  lucklefs  Crow  ?  5 j 

Bode  ill  Succefs  ,  where'er  you  go ! 

But  fee  !    Orion's  fetting  Star 

Portends  a  mighty  Tempeft  hear> 

Too  well  the  raging  Seas  I  know ,  ^ 

And  what  the  adverfe  Winds  can  do»  20 


O  D  E  XXVII.     Lib.  lit     ro; 

May  thofe  I  hate  afcend  their  Ship  , 
When  Southern  Blafts  infeft  the  Deep , 
"When  gloomy  Waves  begin  to  roar, 
And  daih  againft  the  trembling  Shore ! 

When  on  the  Bull  Europa  rode  ,  ^S 

Not  knowing  that  ^e  preft  a  God , 
Breathlefs  and  pale  the  Dame  furvey'd 
The  Main,  where  rolling  Monilers  play'd* 

Lately  flie  rang'd  the  flowry  Mead , 

And  weav'd  new  Garlands  for  the  Head;  50 

Now  all  the  Scene  that  greets  her  Eyes , 

Is  boundlefs  Seas ,  and  ftarry  Skies, 

Arrived  upon  the  Cretan  CoaH: , 

Whofe  Shores  a  hundred  Cities  boaft, 

Mad  with  defpair  ,  fhe  cryM  ,  Adieu  3 f 

My  Father  ,  and  my  Virtue  too ! 

Where  am  I  ?  wretched  and  undone  !  ^ 

And  can  a  fmgle  Death  attone 

The  Ijfs  of  Honour  and  of  Shame? 

Or  am  I  pure ,  and  this  a  Dream  ?  40 

Is  ic  a  vain  Delufion  fent 
From  Hell ,  and  I  Hill  Innocent  ? 
Could  I  the  Meads  and  Flow'rs  forfakej 
To  fwim  upon  a  Monfter's  back? 


'Had  I  that  Bull  this  moment  here,  45- 

His  fleHi  I  could  to  pieces  tear, 
And  break  his  horns ,  by  rage  infpir'd ; 
And  fpoil  the  Form  I  once  admir'd. 

Thus  from  my  Father's  Realms  I  fly  ! 

Dare  to  do  ill ,  but  dare  not  die  I  ^q 

Hear  me ,  fome  kind  propitious  Pow'r , 

Let  fome  wild  Beaft  this  Wretch  devour, 

E  6 


io8    ODE  XXVin.    Lib.  IE. 

Expofe  my  lively  Form  a  Prey 

To  Tygers ,  as  they  range  this  Way , 

When  Hunger  prompts  them  to  their  Food ,  %S 

Ere  they  have  itain'd  their  Jaws  with  Blood* 

Make  hafte  to  die ,  unhappy  Maid  I 

Thy  Father  will  thy  crimes  upbraid; 

This  Girdle  and  you  bending  Tree 

Will  foon  conclude  thy  Deftiny :  Co 

Or  from  thefe  Rocks  rufli  headlong  down  s 
And  in  the  raging  Ocean  drown  i 
Yourfelf  from  Shame  and  Bondage  fave , 
How  can  a  Princefs  be  a  Sla.ve? 

Venus  and  Cupid ,  as  the  Dame  6f 

Thus  mourn'd  ,  to  his  afliftance  came ; 
The  Boy  his  Bow  unbent ,  the  Qyeen 
Of  Beauty  all  in  fmiles  was  {qqh^ 

Awhile  flie  rally'd  with  the  Fairs 

Then  thus  at  lait,  fond  Maid!  forbear  70 

Thy  Rage,  and  give  thy  Paflion  o'er) 

This  hat  id  Bull  is  in  thy  pow'r* 

Forget  thy  Sighs  ,  and  think  of  Lore ; 

*Tis  great  to  be  the  Wife  of  Jove  : 

The  World  beft  part  fliall  fpeak  thy  Fame  ^  ;/ 

And  be  dilHngaifli^d  by  thy  Name, 

ODE   xxviir. 

To  l^fdc,  on  Neptune'f  TeJlivaU 

WHAT  fliould  I  do  at  Neptum*5  Feaft, 
What  better  (hould  my  Thoughts  emploT  - 
What  fhould  I  do  but  treat  my  Gueft, 
And  ,G*ow  the  greatnefs  ctf  my  Joy  ? 


ODE   XXIX.    Lib.  III.     10.9 

Wine  ,  Lyde ,  Wine  s  fcorn  fober  Senfe ,  5- 

Hy  Bowl  is  ftrong,  and  that  will  make  a  weak  defence* 
Doft  fee  how  half  the  day  is  pall  ? 
And  yet,  as  if  wingM  Time  would  ftay, 
You  ffill  the  precious  Minutes  waftes 
And  lead  me  on  with  flow  delay*  10 

Wine ,  Lyde  ,  Wine  i  to  raife  my  flame , 
Old  lufty  wine,  and  fealM  with  'Bibttlm's  Name* 

I'll  fing  great  Neptune  bound  'by  Rocks  > 
I'll  fing  the  Nereids  Sea-green  Haixi 
And  how  they  fit ,  and  fpread  their  Locks  ij 

To  tempt  the  greedy  Mariner; 
You  to  your  Harp  Latona  fing, 
And  Cynthia's  Arrov/s  fhot  from  an  unerring  String* 

Both  her  who  drawn  by  murm'^ring  Doves 
To  Paphos  guides  with  filken  Strings,  20 

While  Cfipids  wait ,  and  wanton  Loves 
Fan  their  warm  Mother  with  their  Wings : 
Jufl  Songs  and  Thanks  fhall  praife  the  Night, 
For  lingring  long,  and  giving  ipace  for  gay  Delight*. 

ODE    XXIX. 

He  invites  M<ccenas  to  an  Entertainment, 

MY  noble  Lord  of  Royal  Blood, 
That  from  the  Tufcan  Monarchs  flowM-^ 
I  have  a  Cask  ne'er  pi.rc'd  before s 
My  Garlands  wreath'd ,  my  Crowns  are  made  j 
My  Rofes  pluck'd  to  grace  thy  Head  i  y 

As  fair  and  fweet  as  e'er  Pranefie  bore. 

Make  hafte ,  my  Lord ,  and  break  away 
From  all  the  Shackles  of  delay , 
From  watry  libur's  Fields  retreat; 
Let  not  low  d/Efula  deliglit ,  lo 

Nor  let  her  Vales  detain  thy  fight  ^ 
Or  Parricide  Tetcgomts  his  S?;^t. 

£7 
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From  thy  difgufting  Plenty  fly, 
Thy  Palace  leave ,  that  mounts  on  high , 
And  hides  her  Head  in  bending  Clouds ;  ly 

Admire  no  more  (but  quickly  come) 
The  Wealth ,  the  Noife ,  and  Smoak  of  Rome , 
That  hippy  Manfion  of  our  future  Gods. 

Changes  have  often  pleas'd  the  Great , 
And  in  a  Cell  a  homely  Treat  s  io 

But  fweet  and  good ,  and  cleanly  dreft , 
Tho'  no  rich  Hangings  grace  the  Rooms, 
Or  Purple  wrought  in  Tyrian  Looms, 
Have  fmooth'd  a  careful  Brow ,  and  calm'd  a  troubled 

Breaft. 

The  Dog's  and  Lion*s  fury  rife,  zy 

With  doubled  Beams  they  fcorch  the  Skies  s     * 
The  Swains  retire j:o  mid-day  Dreams: 
The  bleating  Flocks  avoid  the  Heat, 
And  to  the  Springs  and  Shades  retreat; 
And  not  one  breath  of  Air  curies  o'er  the  Streams.  50 

Whilfl:  you  ffill  watch  the  turns  of  Fate, 
The  careful  Guardian  of  cur  States 
Intent  on  what  the  Mede  prepares  : 
What  leads  the  quiverM  Perfian  forth , 
What  moves  the  'Ba6irian ,  and  the  North  ,  35* 

Are  the  diftraftiiig  Objedls  of  thy  Cares. 

Future  Events  wife  Providence 
Hath  hid  in  Night  from  humane  Senfe , 
To  narrow  bounds  our  Search  ccnfin'd; 
And  laughs  to  fee  proud  Mortals  try  4  c 

To  fathom  deep  Eternity 
With  the  fliort  Line  and  Plummet  of  their  Mind. 

Thofe  Joys  the  prefent  Hours  produce 
Take  thankfully ,  my  Lord ,  and  ufe  s 


ODE  XXIX.    Lib.  III.    iij 

All  Other  things  like  Ri\rers  flow ,  45* 

In  their  own  Channels  thro*  the  Plain? 
They  fall  into  the  Tufian  Main , 
And  hJefs  the  Country  as  they  go: 
When  Rain  hath  raisM  the  quiet  Floods , 
Whilft  neighboring  Mountains  all  around  50 

Are  fiird ,  and  Eccho  with  the  Sound , 
They  whirl  the  eaten  Rocks  and  Woods , 
And  drown  the  growing  Labours  of  the  Plow* 

He's  Mafter  of  himfelf  alone , 

He  lives,  that  makes  each  Day  his  own;  ^-j 

He  lives  that  can  diitindlly  fay 

It  is  enough ,  for  I  have  liv'd  to  Day : 
Let  Jove  to  morrow  fmiling  rife , 
Or  let  dark  Clouds  fpread  o'er  the  Skies  : 
He  cannot  make  the  Pleafures  void,  60 

Nor  fower  the  Sweets  I  have  enjoy'd  ,- 

Nor  call  that  back  which  winged  hours  have  born  away* 

Still  Fortune  plays  at  faft  and  loofe;. 
And  ftill  malicioufly  jocofe , 

Her  cruel  Sport  fhe  urges  on  3  6f 

Now  fmiles  on  me ,  on  me  beflows , 
And  then  upon  another  throws 
Vaft  heaps  of  Wealth  ,  and  takes  them  back  as  roo.n> 

whene'er  fhe  ftays  with  what  Hie  brings 
Tm  pleas'd ,  but  when  ^i\Q  Ihakes  her  Wings  ?      70 
I  ftreight  refign  my  juft  pretence  ; 
I  give  H6r  back  her  fading  Gold : 
My"  ielf  I  ift  my  Virtue  fold , 
And  live  content  with  Want,  and  Innocence, 

when  fpreading  Sails  rough  Tempelts  tear>  js 

I  make  no  lamentable  Prayer  ? 
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I  do  not  bargain  with  the  Gods , 
Nor  offer  coftly  Sacrifice 
To  fave  my  precious  Tyrian  Dyes 
From  adding  Riclies  to  the  greedy  Floods*  £o 

E'en  'midf!  thefe  Storms  I'll  fafely  ride , 
My  Bark  jGhall  ftem  the  highefl  Tides 
Tho'  Tempefts  tofs ,  and  th'  Ocean  raves , 
Cajior  (hall  gather  gentle  Gales , 
And  PoUkx  fill  my  fpreading  Sails ,  ts 

And  bear  me  iafe  thro'  the  z/Egean  Waves, 

ODE    XXX. 

He  fYomifeth  himfelf  Eternity^ 

?np  I  S  finiHiM  i  I  have  raisM  a  Monument 

X.    More  ftrong  than  Brafs ,  and  of  a  vail  extcr^t  \ 
Higher  than  Egypt's  ftatelieft  Pyramid , 
That  coftly  Monument  of  Kingly  Pride  s 
As  high  as  Heav'n  the  Top  ,  as  Earth  the  Bafis  wide 
Which  eating  Showers  ,  nor  North- wind's  feeble  Bl^ilj 
Nor  whirling  Time ,  nor  flight  of  Years  can  wafte : 
Whole  Horace  /hall  not  die  ,  his  Songs  Tnall  fave 
The  gx^eateft  Portion  f  om  the  greedy  Grave: 
Still  frefli  I'll  grow,  (kAl  green  in  future  Praife,.      lo 
Till  Time  is  loll ,  and  Rome  it  feU  decays ; 
Till  the  Chief-Prieft  and  filent  Maid  no  more 
Afcend  the  Capitol ,  and  Jove  adore  : 
.  Where  violent  u4ufid  rouls  thro'  humble  Plains , 
And  where  fcorch'd  Dannns  rul'd  the  lab'ring  Swains,  15 
There  fliall  my  Fame  refound ,  there  all  /hall  cry 
'Twas  I,  the  great  from  mean  defcent,  'twas  I 
That  firft  did  dare  to  bind  the  Grecian  Song, 
And  unknown  Numbers  in  the  Roman  Tongue; 
Mufe ,  take  thy  Merits  due ,  and  proudly  raife  20 

Thy  Head ,  and  gladly  crown  my  Brows  with  Bay$, 

The  End  of  the  Third  'Bsok. 


cm  i 


IIJ 


ODE     S. 


The  Fourth  Book. 


O  D  E  I.     To  Venus. 

I.    He  is  now  grown  old  and  unfit  for  Love.      2.    Dejirei 

her  to  go  and  viftt  Tonng  Paulus.     3.  Tet  he  ft  ill 

thinks  on  his  lovely  "Boy  Ligurine. 


I.      nf    ONG  interrupted  War 

I        Thou  ,  Venus ,  doft  again  renew  > 
-*^-'         And  former  Hate  purfuei, 
Oh  fpare ,  for  Pity ,  Venus ,  fpare ! 


I  am  not  what  I  was  S 

In  lovely  Cynera's  eafie  Reign , 

When  Heat  warm'd  ev*ry  Vein, 
And  manly  Beauty  fillM  my  Face^ 

Ceafe  ,  §iueen  of  foft  Defires  , 
To  bend  my  Mind  grown  ftifF  with  Age  >  lo- 

And  fifty  Years  engage 
To  crackle  in  thy  wanton  Fire&» 

But  Youth  and  Beauty  hear, 
Go  where  their  tender  wiihes  call , 

And  let  their  Sighs  prevails  i^ 

Go  free  young  Virgins  of  their  fear* 
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II.     There  is  a  Noble  Game, 

In  Paulm  Houfe ,  go  drive  thy  Doves , 

And  revel  with  thy  Loves  , 
His  Heart  deferves  thy  choiceil  Flame :  2© 

For  he  is  great  in  Charms, 
The  chiefeit  Honour  of  the  Bar , 

He'll  make  fuccefsful  War  , 
And  fpread  the  Glory  of  thy  Arms. 

When  he ,  the  lovely ,  Smiles ,  xf 

When  he  the  happy  Man  jQiall  prove, 

And  win  by  naked  Love 
His  giving  Rivals  coftly  fpoils  j 

Of  Cedar  graced  with  Gold , 
A  ftately  Pile  Ihall  proudly  rife  30 

As  glorious  as  the  Skies  , 
And  thy  bleft  hnagg  gladly  hold  j 

Before  thee ,  thrue  a  day , 
With  Incenfe  fweet ,  thy  Shrine  ihall  fmoke , 

And  Boys  and  Maids  invoke ,  3J 

And  dance ,  and  praife  thee  as  they  pray ; 

In  wanton  order  move , 
While  Pipe ,  and  Flute ,  and  charming  Lyre 

Compofe  the  joyful  Q\iire  , 
And  naked  all,  and  fit  for  Love.  4® 

No  Maids ,  no  wanton  Boys , 
No  empty  hopes  of  mutual  Love , 

My  feeble  PaiHons  move,. 
Or  quicken  my  dead  Soul  to  Joys : 

E*en  Crowns  and  Wine  difpleafe  1  4^ 

I  cannot  laugh  and  drink  all  Night, 

Old  Age  doth  cramp  Delight , 
And  lead  me  down  to  laxy  Eafe. 


ODE   11.    Lib.  IV.         iij 

III.  But  Ah !  what's  this ,  my  Dear ! 

Dear  Lignrwe  ,  ah  !    tell  me  why  S^ 

Thefe  drops  forfake  my  Eye , 
And  tender  fighs  fan  ev*ry  Tear  ? 

Why  doth  my  flowing  Tongue 
In  unbecoming  filence  fall  ? 

And  why  do  fighs  prevail  **  SS 

And  in  the  midft  furprize  my  Song  ? 

Thee ,  thee  ,  my  lovely  Boy , 
Now ,  now  I  clafp ,  and  now  in  Dreams 

Purfue  o'er  Fields  ,  and  Streams  j 
Thee,  thee,  my  Dear,  my  flying  Joy.  ^« 

ODE     IL 
To  Antonius  Julus. 

I,    None  can  imitate  Pindar.      2,   Commends  Antony  > 

andpro^ofes  C^far*^  ACiions  as  a  fit  Suhjc£i 

for  his  Mnfe. 

I.  "TXE  that  to  equal  Tindar  tries , 

JljL  With  Waxen  Wings  he  vainly  flies 

Too  near  exalted  Fames 
And  mufl:  expea  a  Fate  like  his 
Who  fell,  and  gave  the  Sea  a  Name.  f 

As  violent  Rivers ,  fwoln  with  Rain , 
Break  o'er  the  neighb'ring  fruitful  Plain 

With  an  impetuous  Stream  s 
So  Pindar  doth  all  Banks  difdain , 
i    And  overflows  the  higheft  Theme.  Jo 
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In  all  he  doth  deferve  the  Crown , 
Whether  he  rufhes  boldly  on  > 

And  rouls  new  Words  along  j 
Through  lawlefs  Dytherambicis  thrown  j 
Or  Thunders  in  a  loofer  Song :  i  j 

Or  Gods,  or  iGods  next  Kindred,  Kings, 
In  mighty  Numbers,  mighty  Things  , 

Or  valiant  Heroes  Names 
That  kiird  the  Centaurs ,  nobly  fings  , 
And  quenched  the  fierce  Chimara's  flames.  2.0 

Or  praifed  him  that  fwiftly  rode, 

.    And  Crown*d  returned  almofl  a  God 

Fiom  the  Olympian  Races 

Or  Verfes  on  the  Biave  beftow'd , 

More  founding  and  more  ftiong  than  Brafs.  x$ 

Or  fbftly  fingSj  with  pious  grief, 

A  Youth  fnatch'd  from  his  weeping  Wife  > 

And  bears  their  Names  on  high , 
Their  virtuous  Manners ,  plealant  Life , 
And  doth  forbid  their  Loves  to  dye.  ^o 

The  TJjeban  Swan  vafl  whirls  of  Air 
Thro'  higheft  Regions  fwiftly  bear 

When  he  defigns  to  rife, 
When  he  his  lofty  Head  doth  rear 
And  flioots  it  thro*  the  Cloudy  Skies.  3/ 

I ,  like  a  'Bee ,  with  Toil  and  Pain , 
"Fly  humbly  o'er  the  flowry  Plain , 

And  with  a  bufie  Tongue 
The  little  Sweets  my  Labours  gain? 
■    I  work  at  laft  into  a  Song*  4^^ 
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X  I.  But  you  fhall  fing  in  higher  Strains 
what  Conquefts  mighty  Cafar  gains , 

How  great  his  Pomp  appears , 
when  juftly  Crown'd  he  leads  in  Chains 
The  German  Trophies  of  his  Wars.  45* 

Greater  than  him  no  Age  can  know, 
Nor ,  if  they  would  ,  the  Goiis  beftow  '» 

No ,  they  can  blefs  no  more 
If  they  their  Bounty  ftrove  to  (how, 
And  would  the  Gulden  Age  reftore ;  ^c 

Then  thou  flialt  fing  our  feafting  days , 
Our  City's  Joy ,  and  publick  Plays , 

At  Cafar's  wilh'd  return : 
Then  thou  /halt  fing  how  ftrife  decays , 
And  Courts  their  peaceful  Clients  mourn.  j-/ 

And  there,  if  any  patient  Ear 
My  Mufes  feeble  Song  will  hear  j 

My  Voice  fliall  found  thro*  Rome: 
Thee,  Sttn ,  Fll  fing,  thee,  lovely  fair; 
Thee,  thee  I'll  praife,  when  Cafar's  come.  Co 

As  you,  great  Poet,  march  along, 
From  ev*ry  Heart  and  ev*ry  Tongue 

A  joyful  found  (hall  move , 
7o'  Trifimphe  he  the  Song , 
Whiift  Incenfe  fmokes  to  Cods  above.*  6^ 

Ten  fair  large  Bulls ,  ten  lufty  Cows 
Mufl  dye ,  to  pay  thy  richer  Vows  ', 

Of  my  fmall  ftock  of  Kine 
A  Calf  juft  wean'd  ,  now  Youthful  grow* 
In  Failures  fat ,  to  fall  for  mine ;  yd 
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XJnus'd  to  puQi ,  he  now  doth  wildly  run  i 
And  as  the  third-days  rifmg  Moon 

So  bend  his  tender  Horns; 
All  over  Red ,  but  where  alone 
A  milky  fpot  his  front  adorns*  ff 

ODE   Iir.     To  hisMufe. 

Hy  her  Favour  he  gets  immortal  Reputation* 

AT  whofe  bleft  Birth  propitious  Rays 
The  Mufes  fhed ,  on  whom  they  fmile  $ 
No  dufty  Ifthmian  Game 
Shall  ftouteft  of  the  Ring  proclaim , 

Or  to  reward  his  Toil  ^ 

Wreath  Ivy  Crowns ,  or  grace  his  Head  with  Bayi» 

Nor  Victor  j  Laurel  round  his  Brows, 
In  an  Achean  Chariot  ride  : 

No  glorious  feats  of  War 
His  happy  Skill ,  and  Arms  declare  ,  lo 

when  he  hath  broke  the  pride, 
And  baffled  dreadful  threats  of  haughty  Foes» 

But  frightful  TtbHr*s  fhady  Groves , 

Its  pleafant  Springs  and  purling  Streams* 

Shall  raife  a  lafting  Name,  ly 

And  fet  him  high  in  founding  Fame^ 
For  Lyric  Verfe  the  nobleft  Themes,^ 
Great  as  his  Mind,  and  various  as  his  Loves* 

Rome ,  Eniprefs  of  the  Nations ,  writes , 

Writes  me  amongft  the  Lyric  Train  i  20 

And  hence  I  Honour  raife , 
immortal  Love  and  lading  Praife 

Secure  from  Fears ,  and  Pain  , 
For  fharp-tooth'd  Envy  now  but  faintly  bites* 
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Sweet  Mjife ,  that  tun'fl  the  charming  Lyre ,         2/ 
And  draw*il  foft  Sounds  from  ftubborn  String, 

That  can'ft  the  Envious  plcafe, 
And  foften  Fury  into  Eafe, 
Teach  filent  Fi/h  to  fnig, 
And  Tunes  as  fweet  as  dying  Swans  infpirea  :j© 

'Tis  thine,  fweet  Mufe,  thy  Gift  alone, 
That  -,  as  I  walk ,  all  cry  ,  'Tts  he. 

That  warms  with  Lyric  Fire, 
*Tis  he  that  tunes  the  Roman  Lyre  5 

And  that  I  pleafe  ,  I  own ,  5/ 

Suppofe  I  pleafe ,  I  have  it  all  from  thee. 

ODE    IV. 

He  celebrates  the  pra'fes  of  Drulus ,    Claudius  j    and 
the  Romans  in  general* 

\^y  another  Hand,'} 

THE  Royal  Bird,  to  whom  the  King  of  Heav*ri 
The  Empire  of  the  featherM  Race  has  giv'np 
For  Services  already  done , 
The  Rape  of  Priam's  Son , 

With  high  paternal  Virtues  filPd  y  s 

Tho*  young ,  and  from  the  Neil  unskilled  , 
His  firft  Attempt  with  trembling  Pinions  tries , 
Then  down  the  fweeping  Wind  with  rapid  fwiftnefs  flielj 
And  midft  the  frighted  Lambkins  bears  away, 
With  mighty  force  ,  his  trembling  Prey ,  10 

Or  deeps  his  beak  in  Serpent's  blood , 

Eager  of  Battle  and  of  Food,  ^ 


The  Lion ,  Prince  of  Brutes  ,  his  Dam  forlakes'  i 
And  through  the  fhaggy  Herd,  wild  flaughter  makeSj 
Chacing  fome  Goat  along  the  Plain?  i^ 

That  flies ,  but  flies  in  vain  > 
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Such  Drufus  did  in  Arms  appear  , 

When  near  the  ^/ps  he  urg'd  the  War : 
In  vain  the  Rhati  did  their  Axes  wield , 
Like  Amaz.(ins  they  fought,  like  Women  fled  the  Field  :  20 
But  why  thofe  favage  Troops  this  Weapon  chufe , 

Confirm* d  by  long  eflablifliM  ufe , 
Hiftorians  would  in  vain  difclofe : 

For  who  of  Men  all  Secrets  know^  ? 

At  length  ,  when  crufii'd  by  the  young  Warriour's 

hand ,  25 
They  knew  what  Heroes ,  under  Cafar  trainM , 
Could  doi^to  whom  the  Sire  bequeaths 
His  ^oul  J  in  whom  lie  breaths ; 
The  royal  Bird  of  mighty  Jove 
Never  brings  forth  a  timorous  Dove :  50 

To  valiant  Fathers  ,  valiant  Sons  fucceed ;  • 

Thus  Bulls  from  Bulls  defcend  ,  and  martial  Horfes  breed* 
Yet  the  beft  blood  by  Learning  is  refin*d, 

And  Virtue  arms  the  folid  Mind  s 
Whilft  Vice  will  ftain  the  nobleft  Race,  55 

And  the  paternal  Stamp  efface. 

MetaHTum's  bloody  Waves  and  Banks  fliall  tell> 
How  j^fdruhal  by  Roman  Valour  fell , 
What  Rome  to  Nero's  Offfpring  owes ; 

A  nobler  Sun  arofe ,  *  40 

Smiling,  with  Triumph,  on  that  Day, 
Which  chacM  our  Clouds  and  Foes  awayj 
Who,  like  a  Flame,  all  haly  o*er-ran, 
Swift  as  the  Eaftern  Wind  that  skims  along  the  Main. 
*Tv»^as  then  the  Pow'rs  above  began  to  blefs         45 
Our  Troops  with  Conqueft  and  Succefss 
The  Gods ,  by  impious  Hands  defaced , 
Once  more  ere6l ,  their  Altars  grac*d» 

At  laft  perfidious  Hannibal  thus  fpoke  j 

We,  like  the  Stag,  the brinded Wolf  provoke;  fo 

And 
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And  when  Retreat  is  Victory , 
Rulh  on ,  tho'  fure  to  die . 
When  Troy  was  fack'd  ,  this  i^eople  came 
Thro*  Tufum  Seas  ,  and  Grecian  Flame  i 
Their  Gods  ,  their  Parents,  and  their  Children  bore  SS 
From  Ilium's  ruin'd  Walls  to  the  Atifiman  Shore : 
Now ,  like  an  Oak  on  ibme  cold  Mountain's  Brow# 
At  every  wound  they  fprout  and  grow  i 
The  Ax  and  Sword  new  vigour  give, 

And  by  their  ruins  they  revive.  6^ 

Thus  Hercules ,  for  matchlefs  Valour  fam'd , 
With  fruitlefs  blows ,  the  fertile  Hydra  tamM ; 
For  as  one  Head  tbe  Hero  flew  , 
The  Monfter  fpawn'd  a  new; 
And  thus  the  Dragon* s  Teeth ,  when  fown ,       6^ 
Were  to  a  Martial  Harveft  grown . 
If  to. the  Seas  you  truft  this  happy  Race, 
They  gather  Strength,  &  Pow'r,  &  Riches  from  the  Seas; 
If  to  the  Field  their  wailike  Troops  they  lead. 
They  fill  their  Foes  with  Awe  and  Dread  s        70 
Their  Matrons  fmg  their  warlike  Feats  , 
And  every  Tongue  their  Fame  repeats. 

No  more  the  Herald  fhall  to  Carthage  bear 
The  happy  Tidings  of  Succqis  in  War: 
Farewell  to  Fortune  and  Renown ,  75- 

.  -        For  ail  our  Hopes  are  gone; 
With  Afdntbal  my  Honour  dy'd , 
And  Carthage  perilh'd  by  his  fide  . 
The  Roman  Youth  may  march  triumphant  on , 
For  with  aufpicious  fmiles  theGods  their  Drufas  crown; 80 
Great  Jove  {kill  condescends  to  blefs  his  Arms, 
And  laves  him  from  impending  Harms, 
with  Conduct  ,  far  above  his  years  ; 
The  Toils  of  War  and  Camps  he  bears  * 
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GReat  Hero's  Son  ,  Kernels  gracious  Lord , 
How  long  fhall  we  thy  Abfence  mourn! 
.  Thy  promised  felf  at  laft  afford  , 

Rome's  facred  Senate  begs :  Return. 

Great  Sir  ,  reftore  your  Country  Light  i  j 

when  your  aufpicious  Beams  arife, 
Juft  as  in  Spring ,  the  Sun's  more  bright , 

And  fairer  Days  fmile  o'er  the  Skies. 

As  tender  Mothers  wait  their  Sons  " 

Whom  Storms  have  toft  above  a  Year ,  .  lo 

And  ev'ry  nimble  Day  that  runs 

They  load  with  Vows ,  and  pious  Fear  ; 

They  ne'er  their  Eyes  from  th*  Shores  remove, 

Longing  to  fee  their  Sons  reftor'd ; 
Thus  Rome ,  infpir'd  with  loyal  Love ,  if 

Expe£i:s  her  great ,  her  gracious  Lord  • 

The  Ox  doth  fafely  Paftures  trace  , 

And  fruitful  Ceres  fills  our  Plains , 
The  Merchant  fails  o'er  quiet  Seas , 

And  unftain'd  Faitli  >  and  Virtue  reigns  .  •  %o 

No  bafe  Adult' ry  ftains  our  Race , 

Stri£t  Law  hath  tam'd  that  fpotted  Vicei 

The  Child  can  ihow  his  Father's  Faces 
Pain  waits  on  Sin ,  and  checks  its  rife. 

Who  doth  the  dreadful  Germans  fear ,  ay 

The  Scythian  Rage,  or  PartPnan  Bow, 
Or  who  the  threatning  Spaniards  War , 

Whilil  C^^ar  lives ,  and  rules  below  > 
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In  his  own  Hills  each  fets  his  Surij 

To  Widow  Elms  he  leads  his  Vine,  30 

And  chearful,  when  his  Toils  are  done, 

Invokes  thee  o'er  a  Glafs  of  Wine  : 

To  thee  our  Prayers  and  Wines  do  flow , 

To  thee ,  the  Author  of  our  Peace , 
As  much  as  grateful  Greece  can  (how  .  jf 

To  Cajior ,  or  great  Hercules  : 

Long  may  you  live ,  your  Days  be  fair , 
Beftow  long  Feails  ,  and  long  Delight ! 

This  is  our  fober  Morning  Prayer, 

And  thefe  our  drunken  Vows  at  Night  ♦  a  9 

ODE.   VI. 

To  Apoll,o  and  Diana, 

GReat  God ,  whom  Niok's  Race  did  know 
A  jftiarp  Revenger  of  a  haughty  Tongue , 
Whom  luftful  Titus  wrong 
Provok'd  to  draw  his  fatal  Bowi 
And  ftout  Achilles  found  too-  great  a  Foe :  y 

\ 
Tho'  fierce  in  Arms ,  tho'  Thetis  Son , 
Tho*  Death  did  wait  upon  his  Sword ,  and  Fear 
Attended  on  his  Spear  i 
Tho*  v.'retched  Troy  almoft  overthrown 
Confeft  his  force,  he  bow'd  to  thee  alone,  f*3 

Like  Oaks  which  biting  Axes  wound, 
Or  Cyprefs  tall  which  furious  Storms  divide. 
He  fpread  his  Ruin  wide  : 

He  felt  the  fatal  Dart ,  he  groan' d 
And  hid  his  noble  Head  in  Trojan  Ground  :  is 

F  1 
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Not  he  in  great  Minerva*^  Horfe 
Had  cheated  Troy ^  and  Priam's  heedlefs  Court, 
DilTolv'd  in  Wine  and  Sport  ; 

But  hot  J  and  deaf  to  all  remorfe , 
Had  fiercely  Itorm'd  our  Walls  with  open  force  :       lo 

And  when  ftrong  Fates  had  Troy  o'ercome 
Too  favage  he ,  alas !  with  Grecian  Flames 
Had  burnt  the  breeding  Dames  , 

And  in  their  Mothers  burning  Womb , 
Poor  harmlefs  Infants  found  an  early  Tomb :  25* 

But  your  kind  Prayers ,  and  Venus  Face , 
Prevailed  on  Fate,  made  angry  Juno  kind  , 
And  bent  Jove's  mighty  Mind 

To  grant  a  more  aufpicious  place 
To  raife  a  Town  for  great  oyEncas  Race :  50 

Fain'd  Artift  on  the  Mufes  Lyre , '  j 

That  bath'it  thy  yellow  Locks  in  Zanthns  Flood , 
Sweet,  fmooth-facM  charming  God, 

Improve  the  Rage  thou  didfl  infpire , 
Encreafe  my  beat  and  ftill  preferve  my  Fire .  35' 

From  Phoebus  all  my  Fancy  came , 
*Twas  Phoehfis  firft  that  taught  me  how  to  fing," 
And  ftrike  the  fpeaking  String ; 

He  Art  infpir'd ,  he  raisM  my  Fame , 
Gave  me  the  glory  of  a  Poet's  Name  .  40 

You ,  noble  Maids ,  and  noble  Boys , 

The  chall  Diana's  chiefeft  care  below , 

Whofe  dreadful  Darts  and  Bow 

Fierce  Tygers  fear  s  obferve  my  Voice , 
Obferve  the  meafures  of  the  publick  Joys :  47 
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fuft  Praifes  give  Latona's  Son  ; 
And  fing  the  Moon  with  her  encrealing  Light 
Th^  beauteous  Queen  of  Night , 

Kind  to  our  Fruits ,  and  fwift  alone 
To  turn  the  rapid  Months,  and  whirl  'em  down.     jO 

When  Marriage  Bands  confine  thy  Love , 
Then  boaft ,  as  Years  brought  round  the  Feaft  j  I  plaid 
The  Tunes  that  Horace  made  s 

I  fung  his  Verfe  s  and  this  did  prove 
Apleafing  Tribute  to  the  Gods  above.  ss 

ODE    VII. 
To  Manlius  Tor  qjj  a  t  u  5, 

The  Spri'-ig  coming  on ,  from  the  Conjideratim  of  oitr 
frail  State  i  he  invites  him  to  be  merry, 

THE  Snows  are  gone ,  and  Grafs  returns  again  > 
New  Leaves  adorn  the  Widow  Trees , 
The  unfwoln  Streams  their  na^rrow  Banks  contain  s 
And  foftly  roul  to  quiet  Seas : 

The  decent  Nymphs  with  fmiling  Graces  join'd ,  s 

Now  naked  dance  i*th'  open  Air , 
They  dread  no  Blafts ,  nor  fear  the  Wind 

That  wantons  thro*  their  flowing  Hair. 

The  nimble  Hour  that  turns  the  circling  Year , 

And  fwiftly  whirls  the  pleafmg  Day ,  lo 

Forewarns  thee  to  be  Mortal  in  thy  Care , 
Nor  cramp  thy  Life  with  long  Delay : 

The  Spring  the  Winter,  Summer .waftes  the  Spring , 
And  Summer's  Beauty's  quickly  loft, 

When  drunken  Autumn  fpreads  her  drooping  Wing,  i^ 
And  next  cold  Winter  creeps  in  Froft. 

F  J         " 
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The  Moon,  *tis  true,  her  Monthly. Lofs  repairs,         '^ 
She  ftreight  renews  her  borrowed  Lights 

But  when  black  Death  hath  turn'd  our  fliining  Year* , 
There  follows  one  Eternal  Night.  2.0 

When  we  fhall  view  the  gloomy  Stygian  Shore,       ' 
And  walk  amongft  the  mighty  Dead , 

Where  TnHas ,  where  oyEneai  went  before , 
We  0iall  be  Duft,  and  empty  Shade; 

Who  knows  if  ftubborn  Fate  will  prove  fo  kind ,      2 y 

And  join  to  this  another  Day  ? 
What  e'er  is  for  thy  greedy  Heir  defign*d, 

Will  flip  his  Hands ,  and  fly  away : 

When  thou  art  gone,  and  Minos  Sentence  read, 

TorqieatMs ,  there  is  no  Return  s  30 

Thy  Fame ,  nor  ail  thy  learned  Tongue  can  plead , 
Nor  Goodnefs  ftiail  unfeal  the  Urn  : 

For  chaft  Hippolytus  Diana  ftrives , 

She  ftrives ,  but  ah !  (he  ftrives  in  vain ; 

Nor  Thffeus  Care,  and  pious  Force  reprieves  3^ 

His  dear  Pirithoiis  from  his  Chain. 


ODE     VIII. 
To  Marcus  Censorinus. 

Verfe  is  the  hefl  and  moji  lafting  Trefent  that  a  Man 
can  fend  his  Friend* 

I  Would  be  kind  ,  I  would  beftow, 
Dear  Cenfomie ,  on  all  I  know , 
Plate,  Statues,  Brafs  prepares 
Or  Bowls  the  ftjuteft  Greeks  Reward : 
On  you, 'my  Friend,  and  half  my  Heart > 
Some  curious  Piece  of  noble  Art  i 
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Could  I  the  famous  Works  command 

Of  Scope's  or  Parrhafins  Hand  ,* 

One  skiird  in  Stone ,  and  one  in  Paint , 

To  frame  a  Man  ,  or  make  a  ^aint :  lo 

The  Art  declarM  the  frame  divine , 

And  God  appeared  in  ev*ry  Line . 

But  1  am  poor  ,  and  your  Eftate 

Gives  you  all  thefe ,  your  Soul  too  great 

To  want  fuch  Things;  but  You  delight  IS 

In  noble  Verfe  ,  and  I  can  write  s 

In  thefe  I'm  rich,  can  pleafe  a  Friend, 

And  fliow  the  v/orth  of  what  I  fend ; 

Not  ftately  Pillars  rais'd  in  Brafs, 

Nor  Stones  infcrib'd  with  publick  Praife,  2.0 

Tho*  fuch  new  Heat  and  Vigour  give , 

And  make  the  bury'd  Heroes  lives 

The  haily  flight ,  the  wondrous  Fall , 

And  threats  thrown  back  on  Hannibal 9 

Not  impious  Carthage  bright  in  Flames ,  ^S 

His  Praife ,  who  came  increased  in  Names 

From  conquered  Africk  ^  Virtues  thow 

With  half  the  Glory  Verfe  can  do : 

If  Books  were  dumb ,  what  fmall  Regard 

Would  Virtue  meet ,  what  mean  Reward  ?  50 

And  who  had  Rome's  great  Founder  known, 

Tho*  fprung  from  Mars  ,  tho*  Ilia's  Son , 

If  envious  Silence  had  with-held 

liis  great  Deferts ,  and  Fame  concealed  ? . 

From  Shades  below ,  and  gloomy  Night ,  3/ 

By  Poet's  Pow*r ,  and  force  of  Wit, 

Freed  <i/^acus  fercnely  reigns 

A  mighty  King  in  happy  Plains. 

The  Mtife  forbids  great  Worth  to  die ; 

On  whom  fhe  will  bellows  the  Sky :  4© 

Thus  great  Alcides  carves  the  Feaft 

With  Jove  himfelf,  a  noble  Guefl:: 

F4 
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Thus  ihining  Cafior  kindly  faves 

A  feeble  Ship  in  rougheft  Waves  : 

And  'Bacchm,  crowned  v^ith  Ivy,  hears  4/ 

Our  modefl  Vows ,  and  fpeeds  oui'  Pray*rs. 

ODE    IX.     To  LoLLi.us. 

His  fongs  (hall  never  die;  and  he  is  refolv*d  tc 
make  his  .Friena  Lollius'i  Name 
live  for  ever, 

VAIN  Fear ,  to  think  thofe  Words  will  die 
Which  born  by  Attfid's  rowling  Stream  ^ 
with  unknown  Art  I  iirfl:  did  try 
In  Lyrick  Numbers  join'd 

With  charming  Strings  to  bind ,  $ 

And  gently  raife  my  noble  Theme. 

Tho*  King  in  Verfe  great  Homer  reigns , 

And  doth  Equality  refufe; 

Yet  Pindar  lives  in  lofty  Strains, 

AUaus  nobly  charms  >  10 

The  Caa7i  Lyric  warms 
With  grave  Steftchorm  flately  Mufe : 

We  read  Anacreon's  wanton  Toyss 

Whiifl:  they  our  Paffions  gently  move  > 

No  Envy  blafts,  no  Age  deftroyss  1/ 

And  Sappho's  charming  Lyre 

Preferves  her  foft  Defire, 
And  tunes  our  ravifh'd  Souls  to  Love . 

Not  only  Helen's  Heart  was  fir'd , 

When  bafely  cir clefs  of  her  Fame  a© 

She  Paris  Princely  Train  admir'd , 

His  Curls  furprizing  Grace , 

His  Drefs ,  his  Art ,  his  Face  y 
And  lewdly  fed  her  lawlefs  Flame » 
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Not  Teiicer  firft  drew  fatal  Bows)  2j 

Not  Troy  but  once  felt  Grecian  Rages 
Not  only  Sthenelm  brav'd  his  Foes , 

The  great  firft-born  of  Fame , 

That  fought ,  and  overcame , 
And  lives  in  Vejfe  to  future  Age.  30 

Not  He&or  iirft  the  Glory  won 
Of  bravely  /pending  Royal  Blood 
To  guard  his  hopes  ,  his  darling  Son  > 

Nor  firft  profufe  of  Life 

To  fave  a  Virtuous  Wife,  3 J 

And  do  his  dying  Country  good  . 

Before  that  Age  a  thoufand  liv'd,. 
And  fent  furprifing  Glories  forth  , 
But  none  the  filent  Grave  furviv'd; 

In  Night  their  Splendor's  gone ,  40 

They  fell,  unmourn'd,  unknown: 
Bccaufe  no  Verfe  embalms  their  Worth. 

What  Worth  doth  lazy  Sloth  excel , 

If  'tis  v/ith-held  from  founding  Fame  ?. 

Thy  Glories  I  will  loudly  tell ,  ^j" 

And  in  immortal  Verfe 

Thy  living  Praife  reherfe ,. 
Nor  fufFer  Age  to  wafte  thy  Name- 

A  gen'rous  Mind",  in  A£lion  bold ,. 

Wife  in  Debate ,  in  Council  grave ,  ya 

Too  ftrong  for  all  attradting  Gold  : 

Let  Fortune  frown  or  frnile , 

Thy  Soul  is  conflant  ftill , 
In  either  State  'tis  great  and  brave : 


^  S> 
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Not  Confnl  only  for  one  Year ,  SS 

But  IHll  the  Chair  as  oft  obtained 
As  equal  Jujftice  rulM  the  Bar , 

As  oft  as  Crimes  accusM  , 

And  guilty  Bribes  refused 
With  haughty  Look  (he  noWy  reign*d :  •  60 

Believe  not  thofe  that  Lands  pofTefs  j 
And  fhining  Heaps  of  ufelefs  Ore , 
The  only  Lords  of  Happinefs, 

But  rather  thofe  that  know 

For  what  kind  Fates  bcftow  5  ^S 

And  have  the  Art  to  ufe  the  Store ; 

That  have  the  gen*rous  Skill  to  bear 

The  hated  Weight  of  Poverty; 

Who  more  than  Death  will  Bafenefs  fear , 

Who  nobly  ,  to  defend  70 

Their  Country  or  their  Friend , 
Embrace  their  Fate,  and  gladly  die. 

ODE     X. 

To  Scornful  LiGURiNE. 

jS^e  mil  come  ,    'Beauty  vonfie  y    and  then -he  mi/  kg 
forry  for  his  prefefit  Pride* 

AH  lovely  yet ,  and  great  in  Charms , 
Ah  coy ,  and  flying  from  my  Arms  \ 
when  an  unlookM  for  Beard  fhall  hide 
And  fcatter'd  Hairs  fpread  o'er  thy  Pride  j 
When  all  thofe  wanton  Curls  fliall  fall ,  j 

Thy  Rofy  Colour  yield  to  Pale, 
Thy  Cheeks  grov/  wan,  thy  Body  pinCs 
And  leave  a  different  Ligiirine , 
Ah  thou  (halt  fay,  when  e'er  the  Glafs 
Shall  fhow  thee  quite  another  Face,  10 
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Ah  whilft  I  was  a  vig*rous  Boy , 
Why  did  I  not  this  Mind  enjoy ! 
Or  fincc  I  now  fo  freely  burn , 
Why  won't  my  former  Face  return! 

ODE  XL    To  Phyllis. 

On  M^cenas  his  'Birth -D ay  ^  he  invites  her  to 
a  Feafi, 

I  Keep  fome  Casks  of  racy  Wines 
Full  nine  Years  old  i  to  Crown  thy  Hair 
My  Parfly  grows )  n>y  Ivy  twines 

To  grace  thy  Head ,  and  make  Thee  fair : 

My  Rooms  well  furniHi'd  Joy  proclaim  ?  S 

My  Altar ,  crown'd  with  facred  Wood 
And  Vcrvine  chaft ,  experts  her  Lamb , 

And  thirfls  to  drink  the  promised  Blood  » 

All  Hands  at  work ,  my  Boys  and  Maids 

With  bufie  Hafte  the  Feaft  prepare,  lo 

My  Torches  raife  their  trembling  Heads , 

And  roll  dark  Volumes  thro*  the  Air ; 

But  now  to  tell  what  Joys  to  Night 

I  call  Thee  to  3  I  keep  the  Ide 
That  April's  Month,  the  choice  Delight  1$ 

Of  Sea-born  Venm-i  doth  divide; 

A  Day  of  Joy  and  Mirth  appears  , 

And  almoft  dearer  than  my  own  \  \ 

It  fliuts  Macenas  former  Years , 

And  brings  another  gently  on ;  20 

That  Telephm  whom  you  defire , 

A  richer  Maid  and  Beauty  gains , 
Young,  Wanton,  Gay,  and  full  of  Fire, 

And  holds  him  fall  in  pleafmg  Chains ; 

F  (J 
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Burnt  Phaeton  checks  hopes  too  high ,  a^* 

From  Heav'n  by  dreadful  Thunder  thrown 3 

And  Pegafm  refus'd  to  fly 

And  threw  his  mortal  Rider  down; 

Then  Phy//is  flop  thy  rifmg  Flame , 

And  all  ambitious  Thoughts  remove,  30: 

*Tis  Sin  to  hunt  too  great  a  Game , 

And  fly  at  an  unequal  Love : 

Come,  come,  mylaft,  my  deareft  Mifs j 

The  laft  I  can  I  muft  adore ; 
No  Face  fiiall  e'er  provoke  a  Kifs  i  5^ 

And  other  Beauty  warm  no  more  • 

€ome  learn,  my  Dear,  fome  pleafmg  Song, 

Which  you ,  with  a  furprifing  Air , 
Might  warble  o'er  your  charming  Tongue  > 

For  Songs  are  good"  to  leflen  Care»  4© 


ODE  XII.    To  Virgil. 

Mc  defcrihes  the  Spring ,  and  invites  him  to  Suppsr*. 

THE  foft  Companions  of  the  Spring, 
The  gentle  Thrac'an  Gales 
Spread  o'er  the  Earth  their  flowry  Wing, 
And  fv/ell  the  greedy  Merchant's  Sails  : 

The  Streams  not  fwolri  with  melted  Snow  _f 

In  fair  Meanders  play , 
To  quiet  Seas  they  fmoothly  flow. 
And  gently  cat  their  eafie  way* 

The  Swallow  with  the  Spring  returns-. 

And  as  /he  builds  her  Neft,  ^       i© 

Her  murder'd  Itys  fadiy  mourns , 
And  fighs,  and  beats  her  troubled  Breafto. 
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The  Swallow ,  Athens  lafting  fhame , 

For  tho'  her  Caufe  was  juft. 
Her  Breaft  conceived  a  lawlefs  flame  ^  ij* 

And  ill  reveng'd  the  T y rap t's  Luft» 

The  Swain ,  whilft  Flocks  fecurely  feed , 

Sits  down ,  and  fweetly  plays , 
He  foftly  blows  his  Oaten  Reed , 
And  pleafcth  Pan  with  rural  Lays  r  aa 

The  Seafon,  Virgil »  brings  us  Thirlli 

And  if  you  Mirth  defigri 
With  noble  Youths,  bring  Oyntment  firftj 
And  I'll  provide  thee  racy  Wine  : 

For  one  fmall  Box  of  Oyntment  brought  25? 

I  will  a  Cask  prepare, 
'Tis  ftrong  to  tame  a  lofty  Thought , 
Check  hopes  ,  and  walh  down  bitter  Care  ^ 

Now  if  you'll  make  a  joyful  Gueft',. 

I'll  not ,  as  Nobles  do ,  l^' 

B?ar  all  the  Charges  of  the  Feaft , 
But  muft  expe6t  a  ihare  from  you.. 

Xhink  Life  is  Hiort,  forget  thy  Fears, 

And  eager  thoughts  of  G'aih, 
Short  Folly  mix  with  graver  Cares,  3f 

^Tis  decent  fomctimes-  to  be  vain  .. 

O  D  E  XIII.    To  Lyce. 

He  infnlts  over  her  now  Jhe  is  grown  old^ 

THE  Gods  have  heard ,  Lyce ,  the  Gods  have  heard.^- 
The  Gods  have  heard  my  Pray'r , 
As  I  have  wifh'd  ,  and  you  have  fear'd  ^ 
You're  old ,  jqv  would  be  counted  fair ;. 

F  71 
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You  toy ,  you  impudently  drink  ,  to  raife  f 

Your  lazy  dull  Defire ,  ^ 

You  Itrive  to  heighten  to  a  blaze  •    - 

With  your  cold  Breath  the  dying  fire. 

In  vain ,  'tis  all  in  vain ,  coy  Cupid  flies , 

A  better  Seat  he  feeks,  •   lo 

In  young  foft  Chloe's  Face  he  lies  , 
And  gently  wantons  in  her  Cheeks : 

Coy  he  flies  o*er  dry  Oaks,  he  fcorns  thy  Face* 
Becaufe  a  furrow'd  Brow 
And  hollow  Eyes  thy  Form  dilgrace,  ly 

And  o*er  thy  Head  Age  fcatters  Snow. 

Nor  can  thy  cofl:ly  drefs  from  th*  Eaftcrn  Shore , 
with  all  the  Gems  it  bears  , 
Thy  former  lovely  Youth  refl:ore  , 
Nor  bring  thee  back  thy  fcatterM  Years  j  20 

Thofe  Years,  which  the  Eternal  Wheel  hath  fpun. 
And  drawn  beyond  thy  Prime, 
Thro'  which  fwift  Day  hath  nimbly  run  , 
And  Ihut  in  known  Records  of  Time . 

Where  is  that  Beauty ,  where  that  charming  Air ,       25" 
That  Shape ,  that  Amorous  Play  ? 
Oh ,  what  hafl:  thou  of  her ,  of  Her , 
Whofe  ev'ry  Look  did  Love  infpire, 
Whofe  ev'ry  breathing  fann'd  my  fire , 
And  ftole  me  from  my  felf  away  ?  3^  , 

To  lovely  Cynera's  Face  fet  next  in  Fame 
For  all  that  can  furprize , 
For  all  thofe  Arts  that  raife  a*  Flam^ , 
And  kindly  feed  it  at  our  Eyes  j 
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But  hafly  Fate  cut  charming  Cynera  Ihort ,         .  ^s 

That  Fate  that  now  prepares     . 
Old  Lyce-i  old  as  Daws  for  fport. 
And  fcorn  as  grievous  as  her  Years  • 

When  our  hot  Youths  fhall  come,  and  laugh  to  lee 

The  Torch  that  burnt  before  s  40 

And  kindled  aged  Lechery , 
To  Alhes  fali'n,  and  warm  no  more . 

ODE  XIV.     72)  Augustus. 

That  his  Deferts  are  much  greater  than  any  Rewards 
Rome  can  bejiovo, 

HOW  can  the  Senate's ,  how  the  People's  care , 
Tho'  all  with  Gifts  that  fwell  with  Honours  flrive, 
A  lafting  Monument  prepare 
To  make  tliy  Glory  live, 
And  thy  great  Name  thro'  future  Ages  bear?  ^ 

O  greateft  Prince  the  circling  Sun  can  view  i 
Whom  ftout  Fmde/ici,  unlearn'd  in  fear. 
From  glorious  Conquefts  lately  knew 
How  great  he  is  in  War , 
And  felt  that  all  that  Fame  had  told  was  true.  lo 

Brave  Drufiis  led  thy  conquering  Legions  on. 
And  fierce  Gen^uns  a  f^ubborn  Nation  broke  ? 
The  furious  'Brenm's  force  overthrown 
Now  gladly  take  the  Yoke , 
The  Glory  of  their  Slav'ry  proudly  ov/n.  i^- 

Strong  Caftles  fixt  on  Mountains  vaftly  high> 
Almoft  as  high  as  his  afpiring  Thought, 
with  a  repeated  Vidory 

Thrown  down  j  he  climb'd  and  fought 
Where  Fear  or  winged  Hope  fcarce  dar'd  to  fly.        io 


I^lj 
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Next  Elder  N'ero  great  in  Arms  appeared, 
And  Rhati  fought i  a  fight  for  Gods  to  fee, 
What  Slaughters  broke  their  Souls  prepared' 
For  Death  with  Liberty , 
And  led  the  Conqueror  to  high  Reward.  2j 

As  raging  Winds ,  with  an  impetuous  Courfe , 
When  ftormy  Stars  affift,  do  tofs  the  Flood, 
So  fierce  he  breaks  thro'  armed  force , 
Thro'  Darts  and  Streams  of  Blood , 
And  threatning  Flames ,  he  fpurs  his  foaming  Horfe:  30 

As  branched  Anfidtis  doth  Moles  difdain , 
And  thro'  Apdian  Fields  doth  whirl  his  Waves , 
When  rais'd  by  Snow  or  fwoln  with  Rain ,. 
Againffc  his  Banks  he  raves, 
And  threatens  Floods  to  2II  the  fruitful  Plain;  35- 

Thus  Claudius  violent-did  in  Arms  appear. 
No  Bands ,  no  barb'rous  Troops  his  force  could  iky  ^ 
The  Front ,  the  Body ,  and  the  Rear 
Secure  he  fwept  away , 
And  o'er  the  Field  he  fcatter'd  dreadful  War :.  40 

Whilft  you  your  Forces ,  you  your  Counfel  lent. 
What  mortal  Courage  could  his  Arms  oppofe? 
When  to  his  Aid  your  Gods  you  fent , 
He  thunder'd  on  his  Foes , 
And  threw  among  them  Siav'ry  as  he  went .  4^ 

Since  fuppliant  ^gy^t  in  her  empty  Throne 
Received  tbee  Lord ,  the  Fates  that  ftrive  to  blefs , 
Thy  Title  to  the  Empire  own 
By  fifteen  Years  Succefs  i 
And  ftill  increafe  the  Glory  of  thy  Crown  •-  S9 
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The  fierce  Cantahrian ,  not  to  be  o'ercome 
Before  thy  Arms,  the  Indian  and  the  MedCy 
The  wandring  Scythians  lurk  at  home,    . 
And  thee  they  wifely  dreads 
O  prefent  Guard  of  Italy  and  Romel  Sf 

The  Waves  that  beat  the  'Britifh  monftrous  Shore  y 
Cold  IJier,  Nile',  and  Tanais  rapid  Stream,  " 
Fierce  Spaniards  now  rebel  no  more , 
And  Gaufs  that  Death  contemn 
Lay  down  their  Arms ,  and  quietly  adore .  ,  60 

O.  D  E     XV. 

He  praifeth   Auguftus. 


} 


WHEN  I  would  fmg  of  noble  Fights, 
Of  lofty  things  in  lofty  Flights  , 
Apolk's  Harp  my  Temples  ftrook , 
The  trembling  Strings  in  Confort  fhook  s 
And  anfwer'd  to  the  Tunes  he  fpoke : 
Thy  Ship  is  weak,  he  faid,  forbear. 
And  tempt  not  raging  Seas  too  far. 
Thy  Age ,  great  Cafar ,  gracious  Lord , 
Hath  Plenty  to  our  Fields  reltor'd  : 
Proud  Parthians  captive  Arms  refign  ,   10 

To  mighty  Jove's  and  Cafar' s  Shrine^ 
Now  noiiie  Wars  and  Tumults  ceafe. 
And  Janus  Temple's  barrM  by  Peace: 
Wild  Lull  is  bound  in  modeil  Chains  , 
And  Licence  feels  jult  Order's  Reins  :  t% 

St'iQt  Vi'tue  rules,  good  Laws  commands 
And  baniihM  Sin  forfakes  the  Land  : 
You  all  thofe  gen'rous  Arts  renew  , 
By  which  our  Infant  Empire  grews 
By  which  her  Fame  fpread  vaftly  wide ,  ao 

Aad  carry'd  in  Majellick  Pride  >. 
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From  Baft  to  Wefl  ferenely  fhone , 

As  far  and  glorious  as  the  Sun. 

Whilft  Cxfar  lives  and  rules  in  Peace , 

No  Civil  Wars  ihall  break  our  Eafe ,  2.^ 

No  Rage  that  fatal  Swords  prepares  , 

And  hurries  wretched  Towns  to  Wars : 

Not  cruel  Getes  tho*  bath'd  in  Blood , 

Not  thofe  by  Tanais  faithlefs  Flood  , 

Not  thofe  that  drink  Damthim  Stream,  ;o 

Shall  glorious  Cafar's  Laws  contemn : 

We  on  our  Feaft ,  and  working  days , 

'Midii  jovial  Caps  will  gladly  praifes 

Our  pious  Wives ,  and  pratling  Boys 

Shall  firft  the  Gods  with  humble  Voice,  3/ 

And  then  with  Pipes  and  founding  Verfe 

The  Heroes  noble  Ails  rehearfes 

jinchifes ,  Troy  our  Songs  (hall  grace , 

And  brave c/4E;«f^f,  Ventts  happy  Race. 


The  End  0/  th&  Fonrth  'Book. 
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E  P  O  D  E    I. 


To      M   iE   C   E   N    A   S. 

MY  Lordy  my  beft,  and  deareft  Friend, 
The  chiefeft  Bulwark  of  the  State  j 
In  tall  Liburnian  Ships  defend 
Great  Cafar's  Caufe ,  and  prop  his  Fate* 

Before  his  Danger  thruft  your  own :  $' 

But  what  fliall  he  that  breaths  in  you , 
That  fcorns  to  live  when  you  are  gone , 

Whaf  fliall  forlaken  Horace  4o  ? 

Shall  I  fit  down  and  take  my  Eafe? 

But  without  you  what  Joys  delight?  lo 

Or  fteel  my  Softnefs ,  ftem  the  Seas , 

Or  bolder  grow,  and  dare  to  fight? 

Or  fhall  I  arm  my  feeble  Breafl, 

And  wait  on  you  rhro*  j4lpine  SnoWs 
Or  fartheil:  Regions  of  the  Wcfl  ,  i;* 

Where  Cxfar  bids  the  Valiant  go  ? 

You  ask  why  thus  I  boldly  prefs , 

And  what  fliould  feeble  I  do  there? 
My  fear ,  my  Lord ,  will  be  the  lefs ; 

For  Abfence  ftill  increafes  fear,  a.o 


I40  E  P  O  D  E     II. 

Thus  Birds  on  Wing  are  rnofl:  afFraid 

That  Snakes  v^ill  come  when  they're  away, 

Tho'  prefent  they're  too  weak  to  aid , 
And  fave  the  eafy  Callow  Prey. 

I  would  be  ftout ,  difcard  my  Fears  ,  25 

The  greateffc  Dangers  bravely  prove , 
And  venture  this  or  other  Wars 

In  hopes,  wy  Lord)  to  keep  your  Love, 

But  not  to  have  more  Oxen  groan 

Beneath  my  Plows,  nor  feed  more  Swains  s  30 

Nor  yet  as  Heat  or  Cold  comes  on  , 

To  drive  my  Sheep  to  other  Plains : 

Not  to  enlarge  my  Country  Seat, 

Or  get  vaft  heaps  of  fhining  Ore  i 
Your  Bounty,  Sir  ,  hath  made  me  great,  3^ 

And  furniih'd  with  fufficient  Store* 

I  do  not  heaps  of  Gold  defire , 

To  hide ,  and  have  no  Heart  to  ufe , 
As  Chremes  did;  nor  Wealth  require  ^ 

On  bafer  Lufls  to  be  profufe.  .4© 

E  P  O  D  E    11. 

The  Tleafmes  of  a  Comitry  and  retir*d  Life^ 

HAppy  the  Man 'beyond  pretence  , 
(Such  was  the  State  of  Innocence) 
That  loofe  from  Care,  from  Bufmefs  free,, 
From  griping  Debts  and  Ufury , 

Contented  in  an  humble  Fate ,  S 

With  his  own  Oxen  ploughs  his  own  Eftate : 
No  early  Trumpet  breaks  his  Eafe ,    \ 
He  doth  not  dread  the  angry  Se-»-  * 
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He  flies  the  Bar,  from  Noife  retreats. 

And  fliuns  the  NobUs^  haughty  Seats.  lo 

But  Marrigeable  Vines  he  leads 

To  lufty  Oaks  ,  arid  kindly  Weds  : 

Or  carelefly  in  Vallies  ftrays , 

And  fmii?s  to  fee  his  Oxen  graie: 

He  prunes  his  Vines,  or  grafts  his  Trees s  1/ 

Or  iheers  tiis  Sheep  ,  or  takes  his  Bees  s 

From  Combs  well  preft  his  Honey  flows , 

Almoft  as  fweet  as  his  Repofe : 

Or  when  the  mellow  Autumn  rears 

His  fruitful  Head ,  he  gathers  Pears ,  2.0 

Or  Purple  Grapes ,  and  thefe  reward 

W-irh  pleafmg  Gifts  his  Holy  Guard  j 

Thee ,  Sylvian  ,  and ,  Priapm  thee 

A  Tribute  fills  from  ev'ry  Tree : 

Now  fmiles  beneath  a  Myrtle  Shade  ^   2S 

On  flow'ry  Banks  fupinely  laid  , 

Whilft  near  his  Head  there  creeps  a  Spring , 

And  the  free  Birds  around  him  fing ; 

Or  Fountains,  with  their  murm'ring  Streams, 

Invite  to  Ihort  and  eafy  Dreams :  30- 

Or  when  cold  Jove  hath  turn'd  the  Year, 

And  Rain  and  Snow  and  Frofl  appear, 

|le  takes  his  Hounds  ,  ftrong  Toils  he  fets, 

And  drives  fierce  Bores  to  fecret  Nets  s 

Or  Springes  1  lys  in  every  Bulh ,  31' 

To  take  the  BLick-bird  and  the  Thrulh ; 

Or  1  earful  Hare  ,  or  ftranger  Crane , 

All  fweet  Rewards  do  cheer  his  Pain. 

Who ,  'midft  thefe  ple^mg  Joys ,  does  bear 

The  numerous  ills  of  Love  and  Fear?  40 

In  Towns  the  Tyrant  PafGons  reign , 

Aad  fpread  th.^ir  Cares,  but  fly  the  Plain. 

But  if  a  Wife ,  more  chafte  than  fair , 
'  (Such  as  the  ancient  Sabines  were, 

Such  as  the  Browa^pulian  Dame ,  45* 

Of  moderate  Face ,  and  honeft  Fame) 
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with  equal  Care,  his  Care  fliall  meet, 

And  keep  the  Houfe  and  Children  fweet} 

Againft  he  comes  provide  a  Fire, 

As  pure  and  warm  as  her  Defire ;  fo 

And ,  with  an  honeft  chearful  Smile , 

Receive  him  weary  from  his  Toil  ; 

Pen  up  her  felf ,  and  Milk  the  Kine, 

Then  draw  a  Pot  of  Country  Wine , 

And  ftreight  with  what  her  Fields  afford  ^f 

Doth  furnifh  out  an  eafy  Board  ; 

I  would  not  change  for  all  the  State 

And  coftly  Trouble  of  the  Greats 

Their  Oyfters,  Trouts,  and  all  theftore 

Of  Luxury  would  take  no  more  j  60 

Their  Fifh  that  catering  Storms ,  to  pleafe 

Their  Palate,  tofs  from  ^aftern  Seas, 

The  £heafant ,  Partridge ,  Quail  and  Teal 

Would  not  go  down  ,  nor  tafte  as  well 

As  Olives  pluckM  from  laden  Boughs ,  6f 

Or  Sorrel  that  in  Pafture  grows  j 

Or  Mallows  fweet,  extreamly  good 

For  Bodies  bound ,  poor  wholfome  Food , 

Or  Lambkins  kill'd  a  /heering  Feaft : 

Or  refcu'd  from  a  greedy  Beaft;  70 

Amidft  thefe  Dainties  ,  Oh  the  vaft  Delight 

To  fee  fed  Sheep  come  home  at  Night ! 

To  hear  the  weary  Oxen  low, 

And  almoft  tir'd  trail  back  the  Plow .' 

To  fee  my  merry  Clowns  Caroufe ,  7y 

And  fwarm  about  my  cleanly  Houfe 

This  ^^'phiM  faid,  the  fam'd,  and  known  j 

The  griping  Ufurer  of  the  Town ,     • 

Refolv'd  to  leave  his  Cares  and  Strife 

And  quickly  lead  a  Country  Life;  So 

One  Week  he  call'd  his  Mony  in, 

The  next  he  lent  it  out  again^ 
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E  P  O  D  E    III. 

To       M   iE  C    E    N    A  S. 

He  fhom  his  Dijlike  to  an  Onion  that  mads 
him  Sick* 

IF  any,  let's  fuppofe  fo  damn'd  a  Rage, 
Forget  their  Duty  and  their  Age  j 
And  eager  to  enjoy  the  whole  Eftate , 

With  impious  Hand  i  fliall  haften  Fate , 
And  their  old  Fathers  coming  Death  prevent ,  f 

Let  Onions  be  their  Punilhment. 
O  Reapers  Stomachs  I  Ah!  what  Poifon  reigns  > 

What  fecret  Fire  runs  o'er  my  Veins  ? 
Hath  Viper's  Blood,  or  hath  Canidia's  Breath 

Blown  o'er  my  Meat,  and  mingled  Death?  le 

When  Jafon  did  Medea* s  Fancy  move. 

And  fhe  fix'd  on  him  for  a  Love , 
Before  the  reft ,  (he  gave  him  this  to  tame 

The  fiery  Bulls ,  and  quench  their  Flame  i 
By  Prefents  dipt  in  this  Crenfa  dy'd:,  I) 

And  Jafon  mourn'd  his  promis'd  Bride ; 
Such  furious  heat  as  rages  o'er  my  Veins 

Ne'er  fcorch'd  the  dry  Aptlian  Plains , 
Nor  did  the  flaming  Poys'nous  Gift  infeft 

With  half  fuch  Heat  Alcides  Breaft :  2.® 

My  merry  Lord,  if  e'er  you  tafte  of  this, 

May  ev'ry  Maid  deny  a  Kifs ; 
But  ftop  her  Mouth,  cry  foh!  refufe  Delight, 
And  ne'er  lie  near  thee  all  the  Night. 
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E  P  O  D  E     IV. 

To  VuLTEius  Mena,   a  Freed-Uan  0/ Pompey, 

A  S  much  as  Lambs  with  Wolves  agree  , 
-TX  So  much,  ha^e  Sot,  do  I  with  theej! 
With  Sp^mjh  Whips  thy  Sides  are  torn , 
Thy  Legs  with  heavy  Shackles  worn : 
Tho'  Fortune  fmiles  and  fwells  thy  Mind , 
It  gilds ,  but  cannot  change  the  Kind  : 
Do'ft  fee  when  thou  with  ruffling  Gown 
Do'ft  fweep  the  Mall ,  how  many  frown , 
How  each  that  views  thee,  fcrews  his  Face, 
And  juftly  fcorns  the  gawdy  Afs ! 
He  lately  whip'd  at  the  Carts  Tail , 
The  very  Scandal  of  the  Jayl , 
Now  vaftly  rich,  a  mighty  Spark, 

In  Coach^and  Six  flies  o'er  the  Park  ; 

At  Plays  he  takes  the  Box,  in  fpight  i_j. 

Of  Otho's  Law,  a  doughty  Knight  I 

What  Honour  is't  to  free  the  Waves, 

From  Pirates  Rage,  and  tame  the  Slaves, 

What  Honour  can  attend  the  War 

Where  he  a  Captain  claims  a  fliare  ?  20 

E  p  o  D  E     V. 

Againp  the  Witch  Canidia ,    vohcre  he  discovers  the 
Cruelty  and  Bafenejs  of  Juch  Creatures^ 

BUT  O  whatever  God  doft  fill  the  Sky, 
And  rule  the  Earth  and  Tvlen  below  > 
What  means  that  Rout?  And  why 
Each  Fury  bends  on  me  an  angry  Brow  ? 


By 
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By  all  thy  Brood  ,  if  e'er  Lncina  came  f 

To  real  Births,  and  eas'd  thy  Throws: 
By  Honour's  ufelefs  Name, 
^Y  J^"^^  that  fees ,  and  will  revenge  my  Woes» 

Why  doth  that  Stepdame's  Frown  affright  ? 

That  rage  thy  ^haftly  Form  difgrace?  i« 

A  hunted  Tyler's  fpight. 
And  grinning  fury  fit  upon  thy  Face? 

Thus  fadly  fpake  the  naked  lovely  Child  , 
Which  e'en  a  Thracian's  Soul  might  move. 

Make  raging  Fury  mild  jr 

And  in  a  flinty  Bofom  kindle  Love ; 

Canidia,  Serpents  wreath'd  her  /Shaggy  Brow, 
Appear 'd>  and  thefe  Commands  fliegave; 
A  Funeral  Cyprefs  Bough, 
And  a  wild  Fig-tree  rooted  from  a  Grave  s  2© 

A  Scritch-Owl's  Feather,  Eggs  befmear'd  with  Blood, 
Of  croaking  Frogs ,  a  Tyger's  Paws , 
A  fwelling  angry  Toad , 
A*nd  Bones  fnatch'd  from  a  hungry  Bitche's  Jaws: 

Each  powerful  Herb  that  In  Iberia  fprings  2/ 

To  raife  ftrong  Love ,  or  Anger  tame , 
And  all  that  Caihos  brings. 
Go  mix ,  and  burn  them  in  a  Magick  Flame  v 

Whilft  ready  Sagana  from  beechen  Cup 

Pour'd  Stygian  Water  o'er  the  Floors ,  ^^ 

Her  Hair  an  end  ftood  up 
Like  Hedg-hogs  Briftles ,  or  a  running  Bore's : 

3vx  hardened  ^eja,  deaf  to  all  remorfe, 
A  little  Grave  had  quickly  made ; 

She-i^uis'd  her  feeble  force,  5^ 

And  joy'd  to  fweatand  groan  upon  the  Spade  ; 


14^  E  P  O  D  E    V. 

Wliere  fixM  chin-deep  -the  poor  unhappy  Guefl 
By  looking  on  his  meat  muft  dye , 
Whilft  they  renev/  the  Feaft , 
And  he  ftands  famifli'd ,  feeding  at  his  Eye :  40 

That  his  dry  Marrow,  and  his  raging  Heirt, 
When  his  weak  Senfes  fail ,  may  prove 
Fit  for  their  Magick  Art , 
And  make  ingredients  for  a  Cup  of  Love : 

All  thought  that  luftful  Floria  too  was  one  4J 

That  came  to  view  the  horrid  fight, 
She  that  can  charm  the  Moon , 
And  force  the  Stars  from  their  fix'd  feats-  of  light: 

Here  fierce  Canidia  ,  whilft  her  unpar'd  Nail 

She  gnaw'd  with  an  envenom'd  Tooth,  50 

Oh  what  did  fhe  conceal ! 
What  horrid  Words  broke  from  her  impious  Mouth ! 

Thou  Night,  thou  Moon,  and  all  ye  meaner  Lights, 
That  charm  dull  Mortals  into  fleep , 

And  when  our  facred  Rites  SS 

Are  done  ,  an  undifturbed  filence  keep  3 

AiTift  me  now  with  all  your  Strength  and  Rage, 
That  I  might  pay  the  Debts  I  owe , 
Your  greateft  force  engage 
To  wreak  my  fpight  on  my  unhappy  Foej  6^ 

While  cruel  Beafts  afleep  in  Woods  are  fafe, 
Let  the  Saburran  MaftifFs  bark , 

('Twiil  make  the  Neighbours  laugh) 
At  the  old  Leacher  creeping  in  the  dark : 

When  fierce  defire  hath  raging  fury  bred ,  6$ 

Then  let  him  walk  as  Lufts  perfwade, 

with  Oyntment  round  his  Head  ^ 

As  ftrong  as  e'er  my  skilful  Hands  have  made: 
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Ah!  what's  the  matter!  where's  the  Power  of  Charms 
Which  fierce  Medea  once  did  prove ,  70 

When  with  thefe  conquering  Arms 
She  furioufly  reveng'd  her  injured  Love! 

When ,  with  a  Garment  lin'd  with  fecret  flame, 
(what  will  not  jealous  Rage  infpire  ?) 

She  burnt  the  lovely  Dame ,  7  r 

And  wrapt  falfe  Jafon's  youthful  Bride  in  fire! 

Ah!  fure  no  powerful  Herb  hath  fcap'd  my  fight, 
In  fliady  Groves  or  purling  Streams; 
And  yet  He  fleeps  all  Night , 
No  wanton  Mifs  difturbs  him  e'en  in  Dreams ;  So 

Ah !  Ah ,  fome  Witch  more  skilful  fets  Thee  free , 
Unhappy  Varm ,  doom'd  to  ill ,    . 
Thou  flialt  return  to  Me; 
1*11  force  Thee  back  by  an  unufual  Skill : 

With  unrefifted  Art  I'll  bind  thy  Soul ,  85 

No  Charms  Ihall  then  thy  Mind  reitore ; 
I'll  mix  a  ftronger  Bowl , 
And  urge  Thee  ftill  a.s  Thou  doJft  fcorn  the  more  ; 

Fir  ft  Heav'n  (hall  downward ,  Earth  (hall  upward  move 
And  to  the  Center  Stars  retires  59 

E'er  thou  fhalt  ceafe  to  Love , 
Or  burn  like  Brimftone  in  a  fmoaky  Fire : 

The  injur' d  Boy  inrag'd  no  longer  ftrove 
To  foften  them  by  mournful  Pray'r, 

And  gentle  Pity  move ,  ^^ 

But  fpoke  thefe  dying  Words  in  deep  Defpair  ; 

Poor  Charms  too  weak  to  alter  Hnman  Fate , 
And  hinder  Plagues  from  Rage  Divine; 
No  Blood  Jfhall  expiate 
So  folemn,  and  fo  great  a  Curfe  as  mine.  100 

G  & 
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When  I  am  Dead,  then  I'll  a  Ghoft  by  Nighc 
"With  crooked  Nails  your  Jaws  invade. 
At  ev'ry  turn  affright; 
For  that's  the  force  and  fury  of  a  Shade* 

Then  will  I  fit  upon  your  fearful  Breaft,  10^ 

And  there  my  dreadful  Watches  keep ', 
Difturb  approaching  Reft , 
And  drive  away  the  lazy  Hand  of  Sleep. 

Thro'  every  Street  the  Crowd  in  eager  hafte 

Shall  brain  the  ugly  Hags  with  Stones,  iie 

And  when  Death  comes  atlaft. 
The  Crows  (hall  fcatter,  Wolves  fhall  break  your  Bones: 

And  this  my  Parents  (ah  they  muft  furvive 
And  feek  in  vain ,  and  mourn  for  me) 

Tho'  many  Years  they  grieve,  nf 

Grown  gray  in  Tears ,  ihall  live  and  fmile  to  fee . 

E  P  O  D  E    VI. 

Againji  Caflius  Sqv^tuz^   a  very  f cur r Horn  and  ahujive 
Rhymer* 

BAfe  coward  Curr ,  when  harmlefs  Strangers  come> 
You  fnarl  and  bark  about  the  Room  s 
But  when  a  fierce  and  fliagged  Wolf  appears , 

How  foon  you  whine  and  hang  your  Ears  ! 
Come ,  make  at  me ,  if  you  refolve  to  fight ,  $ 

For  I  have  Teeth ,  and  dare  to  bite  ; 
The  gen'rous  Maftifil  of  noble  Senfe, 

The  careful  Shepherd's  kind  Defence;    * 
With  Ears  an-end  thro'  Snow  and  Froft  purfiie 

Whatever  Beaft  I  have  in  view;  10 

When  thou  the  Woods  with  frightful  founds  haft  {hook 

Thou  leap'ft  for  ev'ry  little  Brock  : 
Take  heed ,  take  heed  ,  to  Rogues  a  deadly  Foe  > 

Vm  ftill  prepar'd  lo  ftrike  the  Blow  i 
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As  fliarp  as  fierce  Archilochm  his  Song  15 

Like  Hipponax  revenge  a  Wrongs 
If  any  Malice  wounds  my  Fame,  fliall  I 

Like  a  poor  Child  fit  down  and  cry  ? 


E  P  O  D  E     VII. 

Tb  hii  Citizens,    that  are  ready  to  c/jgage  in  another 
Civil  War. 

WU-QieyMad-men,  where  ?  wherejfo  averfe  to  Peace^ 
Your  rufty  Swords  that  flept  in  eafe 
Why  drawn?  What,  hath  not  ev'ry  Country  flow'dv 

And  ev'ry  Sea,  with  Roman  Blood  ? 
Not  to  purfue  your  angry  Fathers  Hate,  y 

And  urge  proud  Carthage  rival  Fate , 
Nor  make  the  untouched  'Britains  Slaves  to  Rortie , 

And  lead  them  chain'd  in  Triumph  home; 
But  what  the  Parthians  often  pray  to  view , 

Thefe  Arms  are  now  prepared  to  do ;  lO' 

Againft  your  felf,  ah  me!  you  raife  them  all. 

And  Rome  by  her  own  Hand  muft  fall : 
E'en  Wolves  are  to  more  gentle  thoughts  inclin*d. 

And  prey  but  on  another  kind : 
What  is  it  Madnefs ,  is  it  l^upid  Rage  ,  if 

That  doth  the  brutal  Arms  engage  ? 
Or  is  it  Sin?  fpeak,  not  one  Word  will  comei 

'Tis  cruel  Fite  that  urges  Rome: 
Since  Remus  fell  about  thy  rifing  Walls 

His  loud-tongu*d  Blood  for  Vengeance  calls  5  2.* 

The  Iffue  then  began  ,  and  ftill  hath  flow'd  , 

For  Blood  muft  be  revenged  with  Blood.. 
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E  P  O  D  E    IX. 

To      M  ^  C  E  N  A  s. 

m  mjloesfor  the  good  Kern  ofCxhr^s  naory  over  Mark 

Antony ,    that  they  might  he  merry  ^  formerly , 

tohen  Sexcus  Pompeius  was  overthrown^ 

WIEN  will  the  happy  Morning  c»me, 
And  bring  the  welcome  News  to  Rome , 
^  hat  I,  my  Lord:,  with  you  may  dine, 
And  in  your  ftately  Houfe 

Full  Bowls  caroufe,  ^ 

Preferv'd  for  this  expefled  Joy,  of  racy  Wine] 

Whrre  Pipes  /liall  join  the  fpeaking  String, 
And  tuneful  Voices  gladly  fing , 
As  you;  my  Lord^  and  I  have  done^ 
When  Pompey  turn^'a  ms  rl 
And  bafely  fled, 
ConfeiTmg  Cafar's  Fortune  greater  than  his  own : 

His  flaming  Ships  blaz'd  o'er  the  Wavei 
While  flying  by  the  Light  they  gave, 
He  left  thofe  Chains  which  faithlefs  he 
Had  loosM  from  fervile  Hands, 
And  threatned  Bands , 
To  happy  Rome,  by  Cu^far's  Will,  and  Nature  free: 

A  Roman  (who  will  Credit  give, 

What  iut  >re  Age  this  Truth  receive?)  20 

TurnM  Woman's  Slave  ,  with  fervile  Hands 
A  common  Soldier  bears 

The  Drudgery  of  Wars , 
And  can  endure  her  withered  Emnchs  bafe  Commands; 

Amidfl  the  Arms  ,  di/honefl:  Sight!  2$ 

The  Sun  that  viewed  withdrew  the  Lights 
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As  once  at  curft  Thyefles  Feaft  i 
As  'twere  afliam'd  to  fee 
The  Cariopy, 
And  the  great  Romaa  lolling  on  a  Woman' &  Breaft.       50 

T6  Triumphe ,  break  delay , 
Why  doth  the  golden  Chariot  ftay? 
And  not  the  promised  Oxen  fall  ? 
16  Triumphe  bring , 

The  grearefl  King,  3^ 

The  common  Good  ,  the  Comfort,   and  the  Joy  of  all; 

Jngurtha's  Wars ,  and  noble  Toils 

Ne'er  fliowM  his  Equal  grac'd  with  Spoils  5 

Nor  conquer' d  A f rick  fent  to  Rome , 

Altho'  his  laftlng  Name  ¥^ 

Is  great  in  Fame , 
And  ruin'd  Carthage  lies  to  make  his  noble  Tomb : 

Where  will  the  conquer' d  Roman  fly  , 
From  Char's  Hand,  and  Cafar's  Eye? 
What  will  the  conquer'd  Roman  do?  4f 

What  Winds ,  what  fervile  Gales  , 
will  fwell  his  Sails , 
That  on  his  Mafter  Cafar's  may  fo  freely  blow? 

More  Bowls  and  larger  Bowls ,  my  Boy , 
As  large  as  my  extenfive  Joy ,  S^ 

Let  Mirth  advance  my  good  defign: 
'Tis  fweec  to  eafe  my  Cares 
For  Ctefar's  Wars , 
And  drown  all  melancholly  Thoughts  in  noble  Wine, 

E  P  O  D  E    X. 

He  wijhes  Uxv'ms  the  Poet  may  he  fhipvoracrd. 

'HAT  curfed  Ship,  that  ftinking  Mxvim  bore? 
With  an  ill  Omen  left  the  Shore  j 

G  4. 
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South- wind,  befurcyou  raife  the  fwelling  Tfder, 

And  floiitly  beat  her  feeble  Sides; 
You  Eaft-wind ,  turn  the  Sea  and  break  the  Oars,         f 

And  whirl  her  Sails  to  diftant  Shears  s 
The  North-wind  rage ,  as  when  he  tears  the  Woods. 

On  lofty  Hills,  and  tofs  the  Floods: 
Ko  friendly  Star  fliine  through  the  cloudy  Night , 

But  fad  Orion's  wat'ry  Light ;  lt> 

Hah!  let  him  now  no  fmoother  Waves  enjoy 

Than  thofe  that  tofs'd  the  Greeks  from  Troy,,_ 
When  Pa/ias  hatred  from  the  flaming  Town 

On  wicked  u4jax  Ship  was  thrown. 
Hah!  Hah!  what  Sweat  fhall  from  thy  Sea-men  flow,i/ 

And  what  Death-pale  fpread  o'er  thy  Brow! 
What  Woman's  Cries,  and  what  unmanly  Tears*, 

What  Vows  to  Jove's  relentlefs  Ears ! 
When  South-winds  rattling  o'er  th'  loman  Tide 

Shall  beat  thy  Ship  ,  and  break  her  Side,  to 

Then  if  I  fee  thee  fpread  a  dainty  Difb 

To  hungry  Fowl,  and  greedy  Fi/h, 
A  Goat  and  Lamb  fliall  then  my  Vows  perforn^, 
Aod  both  fliall  die  to  thank  the  Storm. 

E  P  O  D  E     XL 
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Love  hinders  him  from  toriting  any  more^ 

AH ,  I  have  loft  my  old  Delight, 
No  Mufe  can  now  my  Fancy  move^ 
My  Rhimes  difpleafe,  I  hate  to  write, 
Now  I  am  very  dee^  in  Love  ; 

I.ove  that  do:h  ftill  my  Heart  furprize,. 

And  (mgle  me  from^  conftant  Game, 
from  Boys  and  Maidens  charming  Eyes  ? 

Ut  thro'  my  Miirrow  fcatters  Flame.. 
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Three  ftormy  Winters  now  have  /hook 

The  leavy  Honour  from  the  Tree,  w 

Since  I  difdain'd  Inachia's  Yoke, 

And  dar'd  to  fet  my  Paflion  free  .- 

Oh  what  a  Town-talk  then  was  I ,  ' 

How  Fops  did  wanton  with  my  Fame"? 
And  (when  I  think  on' t  how  I  die)  If 

All  ridicuPd  my  foolifli  Flame  ! 

Oh  how  it  grates  to  mind  the  Feafts 

Where  thoughtful  Silence  feemM  to  prove  > 

And  a  deep  Sigh  would  tell  the  Gueits^ 

That  Poet  Horace  was  in  Love  I  2« 

When  Wine  unlockM  my  eafie  Souf, 

How  often  I  with  Sighs  have  told , 
The  poor  Man's  Wit  could  not  controul 

The  giving  Rival's  mighty  Gold  I. 

Yet,  Faith,  if  vext',  my  Rage  will  rife,  z^ 

And  when  thefe  hated  Chains  are  broke, 

I'll  leave  thefe  dull  Complaints ,  be  wife ,  ' 
And  fcorn  to  take  another  Yoke . 

Yet  after  this  was  jftoutly  faid. 

And  Confiant  I'refolv'd  to  hate;  355 

My  heedlefs  Feet  my  Mind  betray'd  r- 

And  brought  me  to  the  ufual  Gate; 

That  cruel  Gate ,  and  u&'d  to  fcorn , 

where  I  have  lain,  and  lain  dcny'd  s 
Where  I  whole  tedious  Nights  have  born,  5J, 

And  craz-'d  my  Health,. and  bruis'd  my  Side,- 

JLycifcm  now ,  of  greater  Charms 

Than  all  that  grace  proud  Woman-kind >. 

Poth  gently  force  me  to  his  Arms ; 

With  pleafmg  Bands  he  draws  my  Mind;  4<» 

Q  f-. 
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And  now  let  my  free  Friends  advife , 

Or  let  them  blame  i  'tis  all  in  vain , 
Too  feeble  they  to  break  the  Ties , 

When  Love  and  Beauty  make  the  Chain  . 

Of  Freedom  I  miift  ftill  defpair ,  45 

Unlefs  fome  Maid ,  or  lovely  Boy  r 
With  killing  Looks ,  and  charming  Hair  j 

Shall  draw  me  to  another  Joy» 
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Hs  advifeth  his  Friends  to  p^s  their  tims 
merrily* 

DARK  Clouds  have  thickened  all  the  Sky^ 
And  Jove  defcends  in  Rain  s 
With  frightful  Noife  rough  Storms  do  fly 
Thro*  Seas ,  and  Woods ,  and  humble  Plain* 

My  noble  Friends,  the  Day  perfuades,  } 

Come,  come,  let's  ufe  the  Day 3^ 

Whilil  we  are  ftrong ,.  e'er  Age  invades  > 
Let  Mirth  our  coming  Years  delay ; 

Pat  briskly  round  the  noble  Wine  ? 

And  leave  the  reft  to  Fate,  je 

Jove ,  chance ,  will  make  the  Evening  Hiine  ^ 
And  bring  it  to  a  clearer  State : 

Now  J.  now  yoi!r  fragrant  Odors  fpread? 

Your  merry  Har^  s  prepare; 
^Tis  time  to  cleanle  my  aking  Head ,  3/ 

And  purge  my  drooping  Thoughts  from  Carev 
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Thus  Chiron  fang  In  lofty  Strain , 

And  taught  Achilles  Youth  i 
Great  Thetis  Son ,  the  Pride  of^Man  j 
Obferve ,  I  tell  thee  fatal  Truth :  2<^ 

Thee ,  thee  for  Troy  the  Gods  defign 

Where  Simots  Streams  do  play, 
Scamander's  thro*  the  Vallies  twine , 
And  foftly  eat  their  eafie  Way : 

And  there  thy  Thread  of  Life  muft  end  sl/ 

Drawn  o'er  the  Trojan  Plain  > 
In  vain  her  Waves  fhall  Thetis  fend , 
To  bear  thee  back  to  Greeu  again. 

Therefore  ,  great  Son  ,  my  Precepts  hear  -, 

Let  Mirth ,  and  Wine ,  and  Sport ,  5^ 

And  merry  Talk  j  divert  thy  Care , 
And  make  Life  pleafant ,  fmce  'tis  /hort. 

EPODE     XIV- 

To       M    ^     C    E     N     A    S. 

Love  hinders  him  from  making  the   lambicks  which 
he  had  fo  often  pramis'dm 

YOU  ask.  My  Lord,  why  lazy  Sloth  hath  fpread 
A  dark  Oblivion  o'er  my  Head , 
As  I  had  drank  forgetful  Lethe's  Streamy 

And  this  is  your  continual  Themes 
This  is  the  Complaint  I  am  condemned  to  hear,  f 

Like  Death  it  pierces  thro*  my  Ear ; 
A  God  forbids  me ,  (ah !  a  cruel  God  , 

Regardlefs  ,  oir ,  of  what  I  vow'd) 
(To  other  things  my  eafie  Mind  he  drew) 

To  fini  h  what  I  promised  you;  I0 

Thus  fort  AnacreoH  for  'Bat hy II Hi  burn'd , 

And  oft  his  Love  he  fadly  mourned : 

G  6 


^5^  E  P  O  D  E    XY: 

He  to  his  Harp  did  various  Grief  rehearfe. 

And  wept  in  an  unpolilh'd  Verfe  : 
E'en  you  ,  Sir ,  love,  but  if  no  brighter  Flame         ij 

Burnt  Troy ,  carefs  thy  lovely  Dame  u 
My  Phryne ,  ah !  thy  Horace  is  undone , 

Falfe,  fair,  and' not  content  with  onco. 

E  P   O  D  E     XV, 

2^      N  E    i£  R    A. 

He  complains  of  'Breach  of  Promfe^. 

J^npw AS  Mid-night ,  and  the  rifing  Moon 
X    Amongit  the  lelTer  Stars  ferenely  (hone>'. 

When  you,  the  falfe,  the  perjured  you, 
Pevoutly  fwore  you  would  be  always  true . 

Scarce  half  fb  clofe  doth  Ivy  twine  f- 

Slound  Oaks ,  as  you  did  then  your  Arms  in  mine : 

As  long  as  Wolves  purfue  the  Sheep ,. 
As  long  as  Winter  Storms  /hall  tofs  the  Deep: 

As  long  as  wanton  Gales  fliall  move 
jipdlo's  Locks,  fo  long  fhould  be  your  LovCo,  id 

Perjur'd  Neara,  falfe  as  Hell, 
Yet  fair  as  Heav*i*i,  and  ah  belov'd  toowell, 

How  rhalt  thou  mourn  at  my  Difdain!. 
For  flire  i  if  Horace  be  but  half  a  Man , 

He'll  Icorn  to  bear  repeated  Slights  ^  i.j, 

^or  tamely  fee  his  Rival's  happy  Nights  i , 

But  with  an  equal  Flame  purfue 
Ji-  Face  as  fair ,  but  not  fo  falfe  as  you  >. 

And  know  when  I  begin  to. hate, 
Ifll, ne'er  be  kind,  I  am  as  fixt.as  Fate:.  2q 

And  thou,  the  blcft,  who'er  thou  art. 
T,hc  fancy' d  h-^ppy  Mafter  of  her  Heart; 

That  doll  thy  Conquefts  proudly  boaft?. 
itod.mumph'ft  in  the  Spoils,  that  I  have  Igl!;.? 


} 


E  P  O  D  E    XVI.  t^f 

Tho*  thou  art  rich  as  Mifers  Dreams ,  25 

And  tho'  Pa6hlus  brought  thee  all  his  Streams  ^ 

Tho'  fam'd  Pythagoras  Arts  be  thine , 
Thy  Face  more  fair  than  Nirea's,  half  divine; 

Yet  thou  jQialt  mourn  to  find  that  fhe 

Doth  prove  as  falfc  as  once  to  me ,  ^  3®. 

And  then  'twill  be  my  turn  to  laugh  at  Thee 

E  P  ODE    XVI. 

To  the  People  of  Rome; 

He  advrfetb  them  to  leave  the  Town ,  which  be  thinks' 
doomed  to  Civil  Wars, 

NOW  Civil  Wars  do  wafte  another  Age  -, 
And  Rome  mufl  fall  by  her  own  Rage  : 
What  neighbouring  Marjt  with  an  envious  Hand  j  '. 

What  threatning  Por/f»'s  Thufcan  Band, 
Fierce  Spartacus ,  and  Capua's  rival  Fate,  J7 

The  Force,  of  all  the  German  State  s 
What  in  unfettled  times  the  faithlefs  G^/j!«/,, 

The  Mother-hated  Hannibal , 
Could  notdeftroy,  We,  we,  an  Impious  Broody 

Devoted  Itill,  and  doom'd  to  Blood,  lO* 

Sail  ruin  now  by  force  of  Civil  Wars , 

And, Leave  our  Towns  to  Wolves  and  Bears : 
Ah  me!  the  barbarous  Horfe  with  founding  Feet 

Shall  tread  our  Graves ,  and  beat  our  Street , 
And  madly  fcatter  ,  Oh  too  proud  !  unjufl !  i  f , 

i^oTwe's  glorious  Founder's  quiet.  Duft! 
Perhaps  the  moil,  or  better  part  would  know/^- 

What  way  to  fhiun  the-  falling  Blow : 
I  like  that  way  the  Phoceans  once  have  gone  ;- 

They  all  farfook  their  curfed  Town  ,  20^ 

And  did  their  Lands ,  their  Fields  and  Shrines  reflors.' 

Xo ,  ravenous  Wolf,  and  angry  Bore : , 

<^7/ 
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Let's  go ,  Jet's  go ,  and  feek  a  place  to  live. 

Where  Chance  dire6h ,  or  Wind  Ihall  drive  : 
Agreed  ?  Or  does  fome  better  Courfe-  appear  ?  25 

Come  let's  imbark ,  the  Omen's  fair  : 
But  firft  let's  fwear  we'll  then  return  again, 

When  Rocks  ihall  float  upon  the  Main , 
When  lowly  Po  fhall  pour  iiis  Cryftal  Urn 

O'er  y^lpine  Tops ,  then  we'll  return  s  30 

When  Appemi'<e  runs  out,  and  cuts  the  Floods, 

When  nimble  Dolphins  graze  in  Woods , 
When  wondrous  Luft  ftrange  kinds  fhall  ftrangelyjoyn. 

Fierce  Tylers  leap  the  willing  Kine , 
The  fearlefs  l^oes  ihall  court  the  Lyon'^Love,  3J 

And  cruel  Hawks  gallant  the  Dove : 
When  Goats  grown  fmooth  (hall  leave  the  flowry  Plain 

And  dive  and  wanton  in  the  Main  : 
To  this,  and  fuch  as  cut  ofFfweet  Return 

When  we  have  all  devoutly  fworn ,  4© 

Let's  go,  Curfl:  Town,  but  let  the  foft  and  bafe. 

Still  flick  to  their  unhappy  place : 
You  Men  of  Worth  unmanly  Grief  give  o'er. 

And  nimbly  pafs  uhe  Tnnfcan  Shore , 
The  Ocean  waits,  and  in  fmooth  Calmnefs  fmiles,  4j 

Let's  go  and  feek  the  'appy  Ifles, 
Where  Fields  untili'd  a  Yearly  Harveft  bear. 

And  Vines  unarcfs'd  bloom  all  the  Year : 
Where  Olives  ne'er  the  Farmers  hopes  do  mock. 

And  ripe  Figs  grace  their  proper  Stock  :  j-o 

There  Honey  flows  from  Oaks ,  from  lofty  Hills 

With  murmuring  pace  t.he  Fountain  trills , 
There  Goats  uncall'd  return  from  fruitful  Vales, 

And  bring  flrecht  Duggs  to  fill  the  Pails : 
No  Bear  grins  round  the  Fold ,  no  Lambs  he  fliakes;j-j 

No  Field  f  v-ells  there  with  pois'nous  Snakes  ; 
More  we  liiall  wonder  on  the  happy  Plain  5 

The  Watry  Eaji  dcfcends  in  Rain , 
Yet  fo  as  to  rcfre/h  ,  not  drown  the  Fields , 
The  temperate  Gishs  full  Harveft  yields ;  60 


E  P  O  D  E    XVII.         ijp 

No  heat  annoys ,  the  Ruler  of  the  Gods 

From  Plagues  fecures  thefe  bleft  Abodes: 
Here  Jafon  nev^er  fix'd  fwift  Ar^^os  Oars, 

Nor  bafe  Medea  touch'd  thefe  Shores  i 
Ne'er  Cadmm  came  when  forc'd  by  angry  Fates,     6s 

Nor  ftout  UlyJJes  weary  Mates; 
No  Rot  here  reigns,  no  Star  here  taints  the  Meads",. 

And  poys'nous  Heat  unkindly  fheds; 
When  Jove  allay 'd  the  Golden  Age  with  Brafs, 

For  Pious  Men  he  kept  this  Place:  7© 

Now  Iron  hardens  the  old  'Brazen  Age, 

And  Fraud  grows  up,  and  Wars,  and  Rage?  ,, 

And  every  111,  I  prefs  a  quick  Retreat, 

And  fliow  the  good,  the  happy  Seat. 

E  P  O  D  E     XVIL 

T9      C   A   N    I   D  I   A. 

He  confeffeth  Her  Magick  Tower ,  and  begs  Pardbm 
for  abnjing  Her, 

NOW,  now  thy  Pow'r  I  Conquer'd  own> 
And  humbly  beg  by  Pluto* &  Throne, 
By  Pow'rs  below,  by  Proferpine, 
By  fierce  Diana's  angry  Shrine, 

By  all  thofe  Charms  that  can  rem.ove  f 

And  call  down  Stars  from  Seats  above, 
Recall  thy  Stroke,  thy  Charms  forbear. 
Spare  me  at  laft ,  Canidia ,  fpare ; 
Achilles  Telepio  nobly  fpar*d , 

Tho'  with  his  Myfian  Bands  he  warr'^d:  i®. 

Tho*  boldly  he  opposed  his  Fate, 
And  buoy'd  the  finking  Tmjan  State: 
Stout  He6lor  doomed  to  Beafts  a  Prey 
The  Trojan  Matrons  bore  away  y 

When  Priam  'midfl:  the  Grecian  Fleet  i^ 

Had  fall^'a  at  proud  'Mhilks  Feet: 


t6a  E  P  O  D  E    XVIE 

By  Ctrce's  leave ,  UlyJJes  Men 

RecelvM  their  former  Shapes  agen^ 

Their  Limbs ,  their  Minds  and  Voice  refl:or*d , 

They  fpoke  ,  not  grunted  to  their  Lord :  2© 

Enough ,  enough  hath  vext  my  Soul , 

O  Tar's  and  Tinker's  lovely  Troll ! 

My  Youth ,  my  rofy  Gheeks  are  gone  j 

And  left  pale  Skin  flretch'd  o*er  the  Bone  .* 

My  Head  grows  white ,  it  feels  thy  Bane  >  2 y 

No  Eafe  doth  lay  me  down  from  Pain  j 

Days  urge  the  Nights,  and  Nights  the  Days?. 

Yet  my  fwoln  Heart  can  find  no  Eafe : 

Now  I'm  convinced  ,  'tis  now  confefl 

Thy  force  hath  reach'd  my  troubled  Breaftr  30 

Now  I'm  convinc'd  by  wondrous  Harms 

My  Head  is  fplit  with  Magick  Charms : 

My  flow  Belief  I  fadly  mourn ; 

What  more?  Q  Earth,  O  Floods ,  I  burn^! 

Not  half  the  Heat  A/cides  bore  Sy- 

When  fir'd  by  Nejfm  poys'nous  Gore : 

Not  half  the  Heat  in  Qy€tna  reigns , 

That  fcorches  o'er  my  boyling  Veins  :. 

Yet  itili  you  heat  'till  I'm  calcin'd 

To  Duft,  and  fcatter'd  by  the  Wind  :  40 

What  end  of  Pain?  What  hope  for  Eafe? 

Speak  J  Speak,  I'll  fufFer  what  you  pleafe., 

Fm  eager  to  avoid  my  Fate,, 

And  fatisfie  at  any  rate  , 

A  hundred  Bulls  (hall  pay  their  Blood ,.  4^ 

Gr  lying  Verfe  proclaim  thee  Good  s 

Chafte,  Modeft,  Juft,  thou  ftialt  appear  >. 

And  walk  'midll:  Stars  a  glorious  Star  ; 

Great  Cajlor,  vex'd  at  Helen's  wrong, 

With  Blindnefs  pay'd  the  railing  Songj  fp 

Yet  Pray'rs  prevail'd  ,  he  heard  his  Cries » 

And  foon  reftor'd  the  Poet's  Eyes  : 

And  row  forget  my  curfl:  Offence , 

B^eftore  (chou  canft)  my  perifhM  Senfe^. 


E  P  O  D  E    XVII.  i^i 

O  nobly  Born  and  nobly  Bred ,  97 

Thou  ne'er  hadft  Skill  to  raife  the  Dead, 

Unbind  the  poor  Man*s  quiet  Urn , 

Or  make  his  ihiv'ring  Soul  returns. 

Kor  fcatter  AHies  o*er  a  Tomb  i 

As  chalte  as  fruitful  is  thy  Womb,  ^®' 

And  e*er  thy  Child-bed  Cloaths  are  clean? 

Strange  Breeder,  thou  art  well  again.  i 


C  A  N  I  D  I  A'x   Anf^r. 

I'M  Deaf,  I'm  Deaf,  thou  beg'ft  in  vaini, 
Rocks  beaten  by  the  raging  Main , 
Not  half  fo  Deaf,  will  fooner  hear 
The  naked  finking  Mariner  : 

Could'ft  thou  Cotytto's  Rites  reprove,  $ 

Difclofe  my  Myfteries  of  Love  , 
Could  Cenfuring  you  my  Tricks  proclaim^, 
And  fill  the  Country  with  my  Fame  ?. 
At  all  my  Arfis  prophanely  laugh , 
Yet  dare  to  fancy  to  be  fafe  ?  i« 

In  vain  thou  Ihalt ,  in  vain  inrich 
With  precious  Gifts  the  famous  Witch; 
In  vain  ftrong  Drugs  and  Charms-  require  ^, 
Fate  fhall  be  flow  to  thy  Defire : 

Wretch,  hated  Life  fhall  ilill  remain  ,  i|>' 

That  thou  might'ffc  bear  new  racks  of  Pain : 
Falfe  Ta-atalus  doth  beg  for  Reft , 
Deluded  by  the  hanging  Feafl. 
Condemn'd  the  griping  Vnltnr's  Prey >. 
Promethetis  begs  a  dying  Day :  23 

Poor  Sifyphus  would  fix  his  Stone ,. 
But  Jove  forbids  it  to  be  done. 
Now  thou  from  Tow'rs  fhalt  madly  fall  y 
Now  run  thy  Head  againfl  a  Wall  s 
And  tir'd  at  laft  with  fqueamifh  Pain ,  2.f- 

Shalt  tye  the  Noofe,  but.  tye  in  vain:. 
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Then  on  thy  Neck  Til  bravely  ride , 
And  make  thee  bend  beneath  my  Pride : 
Shall  I  that  can?  when-e'er  I  pleafe, 
"Wafte  Men  by  waxen  Images  > ' 
Shall  I  that  can  ,  as  thou  hall  known , 
(Curit  prying  thou ! )  eclipfe  the  Moon, 
Draw  down  the  Stars  from  Seats  above 
And  mix  a  furious  Draught  of  Love, 
Shall  powerful  I  now  grieve  to  fee 
My  Force  too  weak  to  baifle  thee  ? 


3® 


Sf 


The  End  of  the  EpdiS, 


1^5 

The  SECULAR  ODE 
of 

HORACE. 


He  prayeth  for  the  fafety  of  the 
Roman  Empire. 

\^y  another  Hand,'} 
v'^Ueen  of  the  Groves !  and  God  of  Day  I 


V 


juong  Dieic>  ana  cv^^ 


O  hear  us ,  whilft  our  Vows  we  pay  j 
And  celebrate  the  folemn  Feaft. 

Our  Boys  and  Virgins ,  chafte  and  young , 

For  fo  the  Sibyls  have  ordain'd , 
Shall  to  the  Gods  begin  a  Song, 

The  Gods ,  the  Guardians  of  our  Land . 

May  Soli  whofc  late  and  early  Rays 

Are  ever  bright  and  ever  new , 
In  all  the  Climates  he  furveys , 

No  greater  State ,  nor  Empire  view. 


Goddefs  of  Births !  protect  our  Dames , 
And  crown  their  pains  with  lovely  Sonsj 

Thee  we  invoke  by  all  the  Names ,  .  IS 

The  facred  Najnes  thy  Godhead  owns  • 


i» 


1^4        The  SECULAR  ODE. 

Give  us  a  Race  mature  and  ftrong , 

And  all  thofe  facred  Statutes  blefs , 
That  guard  the  nuptial  Bed  from  Wrong, 

And  crown  the  State  with  fair  increafe.  2<s 

Thus ,  when  the  Age  comes  round  again , 
Our  Songs  >  and  Sports ,  and  folemn  Elites , 
>  The  crowding  Romans  fhall  detain , 

Three  glorious  Days ,  and  happy  Nights. 

The  fatal  Sifters !  who  prcfage  ij* 

Th*  Events  of  things  with  fure  fore-caft  > 

With  B?ellings  crown  the  coming  Age, 
And  make  it  happy  as  the  paft. 

Let  Fruits  and  Flocks  the  Year  adorn , 

Ceres  her  yellow  Garlands  wear  s  30 

No  noxious  Vapours  hurt  the  Corn , 

Nor  taint  the  Streams ,  nor  bl^ft  the  Air^ 

Theehns!  no  more  in  Arms  delight, 

Bur  let  our  Youths  their  Vows  obtain : 
And  thou,  fair  Emprefs  of  the  Night,  3/ 

O  Luna!  hear  our  Virgin  Train. 

Romcy  by  your  Godlike  conduQ: ,  rofe,- 

When  to  Etruria's  happy  fhore , 
The  Trojans ,  refcuM  from  their  Foes , 

Their  Gods  ,  their  Laws  ,  and  Empire  bore*         4® 

Thro  Flames,  and  Toils  by  Sea  and  Land', 

Their  great  z/£neas  led  them  on , 
And  taught  his  Phrygians  to  command 

A  People  greater  than  their  own. 

The  Gods]  with  Virtue  blefs  the  Young,.  4f  , 

Secure  the  Old  from  toil  and  care  s 
Prote6]:  our  State ,  our  Race  prolong , 

And  make  us  uch  ?  and  great,  in  War* 


The  SECULAR  ODE.        i<?j 

Liften,  ye  Powers!  when  Cafar  prays, 

Whilft  Heifers  at  the  Altar  bleeds  5* 

Cafar  Kis  fuppliant  Foes  fhall  raife , 

And  his  victorious  Arms  fucceed. 

By  Sea  and  Land  the  vanquifli'd  Mede 

Shall  humble  to  the  Rman  Pow*r  s 
The  Scythian  fhail  the  Senate  dread  ,  ST 

And  Latian  Laws  confine  the  Moou 

Now  Honour  ,  Chajlity  j  and  Peace , 

Virtue y  and  banifli'd  Fatth  returns 
Now  Flenty  broods  a  fair  Increafe , 

And  fills  with  Flow'rs  her  fragrant  Horn*  ^# 

Phoebus,  by  Auguries  renown'd , 

To  whom  the  Mufes  owe  their  Artt 
Still  makes  the  fickly  Hail  and  Sound , 

And  does  the  healing  Balm  impart . 

If  he  beholds ,  with  equal  eyes ,  Cf 

The  Roman  State  ,  and  Latian  Forces 
Another  happy  Age  fliallrife, 

And  ftill  grow  better  in  its  Courfe. 

Of  facrcd  Hills  and  Shrines  pofleft , 

Didna  fhall  in  fmiles  defcend ,  70 

And  liften  to  the  folemn  Prieft, 

And  to  our  proftrate  Youth  attend* 

Whilft  all  the  Gods  and  mighty  Jove 

Aflent  to  what  the  Chorus  prays  s 
Their  Songs  fhall  charm  the  Pow'rs  above  s  'Jf 

With  Phabns  and  Aplk^s  praife* 
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SATYR  S. 


The  Firft  Book. 


SATYR    I. 

I,  Againfl  the  general  Difiontent  of  Manhndy  none  being 
content  with  his  own  Condition ,  flill  thinking  his  Neigh^ 
hour  happier ,  and  yet  woH*d  refufe  to  change  with  him , 
2,  Againfl  Covetoufnefs,  3,  That  the  Covetous  Man  is 
the  mofi  difcontented. 

I'  "W  THence  comes,  my  L^rd,   this  general  Dif- 
\/\^  content  ? 

Why  do  All  loath  the  State  that  Chance 
hath  fent, 
Or  their  own  Choice  procur'd  ?  But  fondly  blefs 
Their  Neighbours  Lots,  and  praife  what  they  pofTefs  ? 
The  weary  Soldier  ,  now  grown  old  in  Wars,  S 

With  bleeding  Eyes  ,  furveys  his  Wounds  and  Scars  s 
Curfe  that  e\r  I  .the  Trade  of  War  began  , 
Ah  me  I  the  Merchant  is  a  happy  Man,  (bigh , 

The  Merchant  t  when  the  Waves  and  winds  are" 
Cries,  Happy,  hz'^^^j  Men  at  Arms-y  for  why,     I    10 
You  fight ,  and  ftreight  comes  Death ,   or  joyful 

Vi6tory. 
The  'Lawyer  wak*d ,  and  rifing  with  the  Sun, 
Cries,  Happy  Farmers  that  can  deep  till  Noon* 


15" 

} 


SATYR  I.    Lib.  I.  i6y 

The  weary  Client  thinks  the  Larvyer  blefl , 

And^'craves  a  City  Life,  for  that's  the  heft.  15" 

So  many  Inftances  in  ev'ry  State , 

That  mourn  <heir  own  ,    but  praife  their  Neigh- 
bours Fate, 

*T would  tire  even  bawling  Fabim  to  relate. 

But  to  be  fhort,  fee  I'll  adjuft  the  Thing. 

Suppofe  fome  God  Ihou'd  fay  ,  I'll  pleafe  you  now,  20 

You  Lawyer  leave  the  "Bar  and  take  the  Plough  s 

You  Soldier  too  /hall  be  a  Merchant  made , 

Go ,  Go ,  and  follow  each  his  wiJh*d-for  Trade ; 

How  ?  what  ?  refufe  ?  and  difcontented  flill  ? 

And  yet  they  may  be  happy  if  they  will.  1^ 

Now  wou'd  not  this  vex  Jove ,  and  make  him  rage  ? 

Hath  he  not  reafon  now  to  fcourge  the  Age? 

And  angry  fwear  he'd  never  hear  again  ? 

No ,  they  fliou'd  vow ,  and  pray  ,  but  pray  in  vain. 

Yet  not  to  lartgh  ,  and  let  my  Muje  be  loofe ,         1    30 

As  'tv/ere  my  whole  defign  to  be  jocofe, 

Altho'  I  may  be  grave  when  not  morofe  : 
And  Mirth  commends ,  and  makes  our  Precepts  take  > 
Thus  Teachers  bribe  their  Boys  with  Figs  and  Cake 
To  mind  their  Books  j  thefe  Things  deferve  to  have  3  f 
A  feribiis  handling:  Come,  now  let's  be  grave. 

1 1.  The  Soldier  fights ,  the  bufy  Tradesman  cheats  3 
And  finds  a  thoufand  Tricks  and  choice  Deceits; 
The  heavy  Plough  contents  the  lab'ring  Hind, 
The  Merchant  ftrives  with  ev'ry  Tide  and  Winds       40 
And  all  this  Toil  to  get  vaft  hea^i  of  Gold , 
That  they  might  live  at  Eafe  when  they  are  old  ; 
When  they  have  gotten  ilore  for  num'rous  Years  > 
They  may  be  free  from  Want ,  and  from  its  Fears. 
As  the  fmall  Ant  (for  ilie  inftru6l-s  the  Man ,  4^ 

And  preaches  Labour)  gathers  all  {he  can , 
„  And  brings  it  to  increafe  her  heap  at  home 
„  Againft  the  Winter ,  v/hich  (he  knows  will  come; 
For  when  that  comes  Ihe  creeps  abroad  no  more, 
But  lies  at  home,  and  feafts  upon  her  Store.  5^ 
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But  neither  Heat,  nor  Cold,  nor  Wars  reftrain, 

SSTor  Dangers  fright  thee  from  Purfuit  of  Gain^ 

Only  that  thou  may'il  be  the  richefi  Man. 

Sefide,  what  Pleafure  can  at  laft  be  found 

In  gathering  Gold ,  to  hide  it  under  Ground  ?  j/ 

Sir ,  jhould  I  take  one  Farthing  from  my  Heap , 

Thro*  that  fmall pajjage  it  voott'd  all  efcape^ 

For  Wealth  hath  Wings  impatient  ofre/lraint; 

Why ,  what  is  Treafure  for  but  to  be  fpent  ? 

In  thy  vaft  'Bams  grezt  Jlores  of  Corn  do  lye,  €^ 

Yet  thou  canfl  eat  perhaps  no  more  than  I. 

The  Slaves  that  bear  the  weighty  Flasks  of  Bread , 

With  finall  and  barly  Loaves  are  hardly  fed. 

They  jweat  'tis  true,  and  with  the  burthen  groan, 

But  eat  no  more  than  he  that  carries  none*  6j 

Befides,  what  difference  prithee  is't  to  me 

That  feed  no  more  than  Nature's  Luxury  , 

To  plough  three  thonfand  Acres  or  but  Three  ? 

Oh  but  'tis  fmeet  to  take  from  3arm  voell  Jlor*d i 

What,  if  you  take  no  more  than  mine  afford  ?  J^ 

Mine  but  half  full?  why  doff  thou  praife  thine  more  ? 

My  fmall  one  is  as  good  as  thy  great  Store. 

If  you  would  fill  a  Cup,  come  tell  me  why, 

Why  not  from  this  fmall  Spring  that  runs  hard  by, 

As  well  as  from  that  yonder  rotoling  Flood ,  7 j 

Since  this  will  give  enough ,  and  quite  as  good  ? 

For  hence  wbilff  eager  on  their  ujelefs  Prey 

The  rapid  Stream  whirls  them  and  Banks  away  ; 

He  that  feeks  but  enmgh  ,  is  free  from  fear , 

His  Life  is  fafe ,  and  all  his  Water  clear :  80 

But  muff  are  loft  in  a  Confounded  Cheat,  (great 

They  would  have  more ,  for  when  their  Wealth  is 

They  think  their  Worth  z.s  much  as  their  Eftate: 

Well  then ,  vohat  mufi  toe  do  to  fuch  a  one  ? 

Why,  let, him,  'tis  his  Will  to  be  undone,  8/ 

Since  he,  as  the  Athenian  Chuff,  will  cry 

The  People  hifs  mc,  True,  but  what  care  I? 
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X  et  the  poor  Fools  hifs  me  where-e'er  I  come , 
I  blefs  my  felf  to  fee  my  Bags  at  home. 
Poor  wretched  Tanttilus ,  as  Stories  tell ,  9<^ 

(DoomM  to  the  worfl,  the  cuifed'ft  Plague  in  Hell) 
Stands  up  Chin  deep  in  an  overflowing  Bowl , 
But  cannot  drink  one  drop  to  fave  his  Soul. 
What,  doft  thou  laugh?  and  think  that  thou  art  free? 
Fool,  change  the  Name,  the  Story's  told  of  thee:    9f 
Thou  watcheft  o'er  thy  Heaps ,  yet  *midft  thy  Stare 
Thou'rt  almoft  itarvM  for  Want,  and  ftill  art  poor : 
You  fear  to  touch  as  if  you  robb'd  a  Saint , 
And  ufe  no  more  than  if  'twere  Gold  in  Paint: 
You  only  know  how  Wealth  may  be  abus'd ,  io# 

Not  what  'tis  good  for,  how  it  can  be  us'di 
*  Twill  buy  thee  Bread  ,  'twill  buy  thee  Herbs,  and  grant 
Whatever  Nature's  Luxury  can  want; 
But  now  to  watch  all  Day,  and  wake  all  Night, "J 
Fear  Thieves  and  Fire,  and  be  in  conftant  fright,  >ioj 
If  thefe  are  Goods  ,  if  thefe  are  a  Delight ',  j 

I  am  content ,  Heav'ns  grant  me  Sleep  and  Eafe , 
If  thefe  are  Goods ,  I  would  be  poor  of  thefe. 
jiy  ,  btit  fttppofe  1  Jhonld  be  Jick ;  what  then  ? 
Why ,  then  the  richeji  are  the  happiefi  Men  :  1 1# 

Then  are  the  great  advantages  of  Wealth , 
^Twill  make  the  Do6ior  ride ,  arid  bring  me  Health  : 
'Twill get  a  Friend  that  may  condole  my  Pain, 
^nd  tell  me  that  I  fhall  do  well  again  : 
'Twill  get  a  Nttrfe ,  a  Fiirge-,  and  fave  my  Life  y         it§ 
^nd  keep  me  well  for  my  dear  Friends  and  Wife-o 
Piethec ,  fond  Fool ,  for  this  ne'er  vex  thy  Head , 
For  (he  and  all  that  know  thee  v/ifh  thee  Dead : 
And  reafon  good ,  fmce  you  your  Gold  prefer 
To  all  your  Friends,  your  Children  and  to  her  :       ris 
How  then  canft  thou  expe£t  that  they  fliould  prove 
So  kind  to  thee  ,  when  thou  def.rv'ft  no  Love>- 
\V  hy  3  to  be  Covetous ,  yet  keep  thy  Friends , 
That  Chance  or  that  indulgent  Nature  fends ;  ,  ^ 
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It  is  zfoolifh  Hope,  abfurd  and  vain  ,  1  12. ^ 

As  his  ,  to  teach  an  j4fs  to  take  the  Rein  V 

And  freely  run  a  Race  upon  the  Plain.  j 

Well,  fix  a  bound  at  laft  to  thyEftates 

And  then  leave  ofF  when  thou  haft  gotten  that ; 

And  let  not,  as  thou  doft  encreafe  thy  Store,  130 

Thy  fears  rife  too  that  thou  /halt  once  be  poor. 

A6k  not  Umidlm ,  (come,  the  Story's  fhort, 

But  'tis  inftru6i:ive,  and  'tis  known  at  Court:) 

A  Rogue  as  rich  as  if  he  had  a  Mine , 

He  did  not  tell,  but  meafurc  heaps  of  Coin :  13^ 

And  yet  fo  clofe ,  he  went  as  meanly  clad 

As  any  thread-bare  Servant  that  he  hadj- 

His  Shoes  ftill  clouted,  and  he  always  cry'd, 

That  he  ihon'&flarve,  for  Want,  before  he  dyM: 

Him  his  V/hore  fnapt,  and  with  a  lufty  Blow  143 

(Well  ftruck  I'faith)  Ihe  cleft  the  Slave  in  two : 

What  then  mufl  I  fpend  all?  No ,  that's  as  bad  : 

There's  fomething  betv/ixt  ftaring  and  ftark  mad : 

"Why  ftill  to  the  Extreams  you  madly  run ,  .  1 

For  when  I  chide  thee  for  a  greedy  Clown,  >i4/ 

I  do  not  bid  thee  fpend  ,  and  be  undone. 

No,  there  are  bounds,  v/hen  Nature  did  begin, 

Then  fix'd  ,  and  all  is  good  that  lies  within, 

And  all  v/ithout  on  either  fide  is  Sin. 

III.  But  to  return  to  that  where  I  began  ,  ijo 

Are  none  fo  pleas'd  as  the  rich  greedy  Man  ? 
Are  none  like  him  contented  with  their  State, 
But  rather  praife  and  crave  another's  Fate? 
When  others  Com  do  give  more  Milk  than  his 
Is  he  not  vext?  Doth  he  not  pine  at  this.?  i^f 

Doth  he  compare  himfelf ,  and  doth  he  fee 
That  almoft  all  are  poorer  far  than  he  ? 
Doth  he  not  ftrive  to  raife  his  vaft  Eftate  ? 
Be  richer  now  than  this  Man ,  now  than  that  ? 
Yet  richer  ftill  appear  as  he  goes  on,  1^0 

And  thofe  he  mult  excel ,  or  nothing's  done. 
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Jaft  as  our  Racers ,  when  they  run  the  Courfe  i 

Still  keep  their  Eye  upon  the  foremoft  Horfe , 

And  ftrive  to  out-flrip  him\  but  never  mind 

The  laTiy  diftancM  Jade  that  lags  behind.  16  f 

Hence  'tis  fcarce  any  thinks  his  State  is  bleft, 

Nor  when  Death  calls ,  like  a  contented  Gueft  ■, 

Will  rife  from  Life ,  and  lay  him  down  to  Reft. 

But  ftay ;  enough ,  and  left  mine  feems  as  long 

As  Crifpn's  tedious  Books ,  Til  hold  my  Tongue*     170 
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Men  keep  no  mean  j   as  He  confirms  by  Examples^ 
2»  He  lajhes  the  Adulterers, 
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I.  nr^HE  Players ,  Pimps  and  He&ors  of  the  Town , 
X    The  Roohs ,   the  Gamefiers ,    all  lament  and 
For  their  Tigellius ,  that  is  dead  and  gone.      (mourn 
For  he  was  2. free  Soul,  a  Prodigal, 
He  had  a  fair  Eftate ,  and  fpent  it  all.  j 

Others,  t'  avoid  that  Name,  refufe  to  fpend 
One  {ingle  Crofs  upon  a  needy  Friend  s 
Their  heaps  are  Sacred-,  and  they  fpare  their  Gold, 
Altho'  he  dies  for  Want ,  and  ftarves  with  Cold. 
Now  if  you  take  the  firft  to  Task ,  and  fay ,  10 

W^y  dofi  Tkoh  fcftiander  thy  Eftate  avoay? 
And  vpafte  thy  ancient  Lands  on  paltry  Guefts , 
And  borrow  Mony  to  maintain  thy  Feafts? 
He  anfwers  ftr eight,   /  hate  to  be  confined, 
1  have  no  fordid  y  nor  a  narrow  Mindi  xy 

No  ■,  I  a  free  and  generous  Humour  love ; 
And  this,fbme  difcommend ,  and  fome  approve. 
fufidiw  rich  in  Mony  out  at  Ufe , 
And  Lands ,  yet  fears  to  be  efteem'd  profufe  i 
For  five  times  double  he  will  Sums  ingage,  2<3 

And  fues  Xon-flg  Heirs  when  newly  come  to  Age: 

H  2, 
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The  greateft  Prodigals  he  prefTes  moft , 

And  lends  them  Mony  'cill  their  Lands  are  lof?:. 

Who,  when  he  hears  all  this,  wou*d  not  complain j" 

Good  God !  Yet  thus  he  damns  himfelf  for  Gain,      2/ 

5,  And  one  would  fcarce  believe  a  Man  for  Pelf 

5,  Should  be  fo  great  an  Enemy  to  himfelf: 

That  he  ,  in  Terence,  when  his  Son  was  gone, 

Tho*  he  laments,  and  cries  he  is  undone. 

The  moft  unhappy  Man  the  Sun  can  fee,  30 

Yet  liv*d  not  half  fo  bad  a  Life  as  he. 

jind  all  this  proves ,  tohiljl  Fools  one  Vice  condemn^ 

They  run  into  the  oppojite  Extrcam, 

Malthin  with  Gowns  below  his  Heels  is  grac'd  > 

Another  Uumorid  tucks  them  to  his  Wafle :  35* 

Rnfillus  fmells  like  any  Civet  Cat, 

Corgonins  like  a  Goat ,  or  worfe  than  that : 

Men  keep  no  Meanj  one,  when  his  Blood  boils  o'er> 

Will  take  a  Matron  only  for  his  Whore, 

While  others  all  but  common  Jades  refufe,  <^0 

They  fly  the  fober  Whcres ,  and  rake  the  Stews ; 

A  certain  famous  Bully  of  the  Town, 

"When  be  did  leave  the  Stews ,  was  often  known 

To  ufe  old  Cato^s  Words  ,  Go  bravely  on: 

Here  our  hot  Touths  fhould  come  to  cool  their  Flame  >       4/ 

^nd  never  nfe  the  marry* d  City  Dame: 

But  Ci-:pie?i  fays  ,  Til  not  be  prais'd  for  this. 

That  Cnpien  that  admires  a  Matron  Mifs. 

1 1.  Now  you  that  wifh  thefe  bafe  Adulterers  ill , 
And  Punilhment  as  bad  as  is  their  Wills  S^ 

Mull  needs  be  pleas'd  to  hear  my  Mnfe  explain , 
What  fmall  delight  they  with  great  Danger  gain , 
.And  how  their  Pleafure's  fadly  mix'd  with  Pain  ; 
For  one  found  faulty  with  another's  Wife , 
Muft  from  a  Window  leap  to  fave  his  Life :  /^ 

Another's  finely  kickt,  and  jilted  too. 
Of  taken ,  bribes  the  Slaves  to  let  him  go : 
A  nother's  thrown  into  the  Common  Shore , 
There  ftifled,  and  a  thoufand  Mifghief§  mores 
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Another's  fmoothM ,  his  dancing  Days  are  gone ,       60 
And  All ,  but  Galba ,  fay  'twas  juftly  done. 

But  come  let's  fee  now  how  the  Matter  falls , 
Is't  fafer  Trading  with  the  Abi^als , 
Whom  Saldfi  fo  admires ,  and  fo  adores  , 
As  much  as  thofe  that  ufe  the  marry^d  Whores  ?  67 

Now  did  not  this  Man  make  his  Gifts  too  great, 
But  fit ,  and  equal  to  his  fmall  Eftate , 
He  might  be  counted  kind ,  preferve  his  Name , 
Not  ruin  his  Eftate ,  nor  lofe  his  Fame : 
But  what  cares  he  for  this  ?  He  boafts  alone  ,  70 

He  knows  no  Matron,  and  he  tempts  not  one: 
Or  as  Marfetts ,  whom  a  jitling  Whore , 
An  A6irefs  ,  had  undone ,  and  made  him  Poor  : 
Mechinks ,  faid  he ,  /  lead  a  Civil  Life , 
/  never  meddle  with  another's  Wife :  75* 

Ay ,  but  with  Whores  and  Players ,  and  by  that 
Thy  Fame  is  ruin'd  more  than  thy  Eftate. 

Is  it  enough  to  fay ,  when  faults  are  done,    . 
I  did  it  not  with  fuch ,  or  fuch  a  one  s 
And  not  take  care  to  fliun  the  A&ion  ftill ,  80 

The  A6tion  that's  intrinfically  ill , 
And  fcandalous  in  its  felf?  To  wafte  thy  Timep 
Thy  Fame,  or  thy  Eftate  is  fuch  a  Crime , 
'Tis  bad  on  whomfo'er  you  lofe  it  all , 
Or  Matron,  Common-Whore,  or  Abigal.  8jr 

Young  Vtllius  he  to  Sylla's  Daughter  kind, 
Almolt  a  Son-in-Law ,  fo  oft  he  finn'd , 
This  Rule  not  minding ,  fmarted  o'er  and  o'er 
Being  jilted,  beaten,  ftabb'd,  kickt  out  of  Door, 
Whiift  poor  Longarenus  clafp'd  the  jilting  Whore  ,  J    90~ 
Suppofe  his  Whore- Pipe  now  being  vext  at  this. 
Should  ask  him  ,  did  /  want  a  Noble  Mifs , 
A  Whore  of  Quality  to  coot  my  Flame  ? 
No ,  /  had  been  content  rcith  meaner  Game : 
What  Anfwer  cou'd  be  given  ?  what  be  faid  ?  $$ 

Only ,  forfioth  ,   She  was  a  Noble  Maid: 

H  J 
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But  how  much  better  Nature* s  Laws  provide, 

How  great  the  Gifts  beftow'd,  how  fmall  deny'd? 

1£  you  diftinguifli  well ,  if  well  defign , 

Nor  things  forbidden  wit'i  the  granted  jom:  ioo 

Is  it  all  one  ?  can  you  no  difference  fee 

Whether  the  Fault  be  in  the  Things ,  or  Thee  ? 

Then  tempt  no  Matrons ,  for  fuppofe  you  gain , 

^he  Sweet  is  little,  but  immenfe  the  Pain  ; 

*Tis  true  her  coftly  Jewels  court  our  Eye>  loy 

But  yet  She's  not  more  foft ,   more  plump  her  Thigh , 

No,  tho*  fuch-  Gems  as  foft  Corinthus  wore, 

She  does  no  better  than  a  trading  Whore. 

Befides ,  her  Trade  is  fair ,  I  like  it  well , 

She  freely  fhows  whate'er  /Ke  has  to  fell ;  no 

And  you  miy  turn  her,  and  view  ev'ry  part, 

And  fee  that  all  is  Nature ,  and  not  Art : 

She  does'  not  JOhow  her  beft  to  tempt  the  Eye , 

And  ftrive  to  cover  a  Deformity , 

All's  feen,  and  if  you  like  it,  you  may  buy.      J  US 

Our  Jo  kys ,  when  a  Horfe  is  fet  to  fale , 

Take  off  the  covering  Cloaths ,  and  look  on  alii 

Leff  by  a  welMhapM  Neck  and  cleanly  made 

The  greedy  Chapman  be  at  laft  betray'd  , 

And  buys  a  fpavin*d  or  a  foundered  Jade :  J  120 

This  care  is  good  s  thus ,  when  you  chufe  a  Lafs  , 

Be  not  too  Eagle-eyM  to  view  a  Grace  ^ 

And  blind  as  Hypfea  is  to  fpy  a  Fault, 

For  fuch  as  judge  by  halves  are  often  caught : 

How  neat  her  Arm  and  Leg!  'Tis  true,  but  ftayjiay 

Her  Waffe  is  fhort ,  Nofe  long ,  her  Feet  are  fplay. 

Bcfides ,  a  Matror/s  Face  is  feen  alone , 
But  Kite's  ,  that  Female  Bully  of  the  Town , 
For  all  the  reft  is  cover'd  with  the  Gown. 
But  if  you'd  tafte,  for  that  doth  raife  thy  heat,       130 
A  dainty  but  forbidden  Dilh  of  Meat ; 
There  are  a  thoufand  ftops ,  a  thoufand  Spies , 
A  Chamber-maid  j  a  Foot-boy's  curious  Eyes.; 
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Thefe  miift  be  iQe'd  ,  and  each  will  claim  his  {hare , 

Befides  a  Go\yn  doth  hide  the  precious  Ware:  135- 

But  now  a  trading  Girl  is  freely  jQiow'd , 

You  fee  her  Naked  ,  or  almofl:  as  good  3 

Her  Coats  are  thin,  and  you  may  fairly  try 

If  ftrait  her  Waft ,  Feet  good  ,  if  plump  her  Thigh, 

There's  free  admiffion  to  the  Chapman's  Eye ;     J  140 

WouM  you  be  cheated  ?  the  Occafion's  fair , 

Since  you  wou'd  buy  before  you  fee  the  Ware, 

'But  as  a  Huntfman  loves  to  chafe  his  Preyy 
"But  would  not  take  it  if  it-  lay  in's  voay  , 
And  fmh -i  when  taught -i  enjoys  with  more  Delight  y      145" 
As  if  the  Toil  encreas*d  his  Appetite  ; 
Juft  fo  my  Love  ,  it  'doth  with  fcorn  dejpife 
An  eafie  Prey ,  but  follows  that  which  flies. 

What  canft  thou  think  that  this  mean  Verfe  can  tame 
Thy  wild  Oe£res  ,  that  this  can  quench  thy  Flame  ?  i  jo 
And  doth  not  Nature  fteady  Rules  ordain , 
Fixt  Laws  which  fhouM  thy  wildeft  Wifli  contain 
And  which  divide  the  folid  Goods  from  vain? 
Doth  fhe  not  tell,  what  fiie  wou'd  have  fupply'd , 
And  what  (he  cannot  bear  to  be  deny'd  ?  IST 

When  Thirfi  doth  burn  thy  Throat,  and  call  for  Eafe, 
Will  nothing  but  a  Golden  Goblet  pleafe  ? 
And  when  thy  Hunger  bites ,  and  fain  v/ould  eat , 
Is  all  refused  but  rare  and  dainty  Meat  ? 
Or  when  thy  Lufi  calls  for  a  fpeedy  Joy  ,  1  1^0 

And  thou  haft  ready  a  mean  Girl ,  or  Boy  ,  \ 

What !  wilt  thou  rather  burn  than  thofe  employ  ?  J 
Fm  of  another  Mind ,  Tm  not  fb  nice, 
I  love  a  Mifs  that  comes  at  eafie  Price : 
And  fays,  Tes -,  when  my  Husband's  out  of  Doers  y      16$ 
Or ,    Sir  ,    One  Guinea  more ,    and  I  am  yours  : 
Says  Philodcm ,  let  patient  Eunuchs  court 
Such  formal  Ladies ,  Fm  for  quicker  Sport : 
I  love  a  Mifs  that  flies  into  my  Arms, 
And  fets  at  eafie  rate  her  tempting  Charms,,  17^1 
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JLet  her  be  ftrait  and  fair ,  of  comely  Grace , 
And  let  ber  bring  no  more  than  Nature's  Face : 
While. we  embx^ace,  while  {he  my  Arms  does  fill> 
She's  my  Egena,  or  >A^hate'er  I  will. 
Then  Til  fear  nothing,  for  no  harm  can  come,     17 j 
No  jealous  Husband  is  reuirning  home. 
Ho  Doors  broke  open ,  or  the  Servants  rais'd , 
While  Che,  poor  Wretch,  ftarts  from  my  Arms ama2'd> 
And,  with  a  guilty  Shriek,  cries  Tm  undone i 
Oh  now  Vm  caught,  and  all  my  Jointure's  gonej  180. 
f  For  that's  the  PuniiKment  of  marry'd  Whores) 
Whilfl  I ,  poor  guilty  Rogue ,  fneak  out  of  Doors  >. 
Unbuttor/d ,  and  barefoot ,  to  fliun  the  Shame , 
And  fave  my  Puife,  my  Flelh ,  or  elfe  my  Fame: 
Then  leave  the  marry'd  Women,  be  advis'd,         i8j:. 
*  lis  fad,  ask  Fahius  elfe,  to  be  furpriz-'d.. 

SATYR    IIL 

I-,  He  lajhes  Tigellius  a  Songjier ,  an  Enemy  of  his ,  and 
A  moft  unfettled  Fellow.  2.  Thofe  that  quickly  fpy  others 
faults,  but  cannot  fee  their  own.  3.  Faults  of  Friends 
/hould  be  extenuated,  4.  Againfi  the  Stoicks  Opinion x 
that  all  Faults  are  equal.. 

J,     A  Mongft  their  Friends  our  Songfiiers  all  agree  v 
JljL  Of  this  one  Fault,  not  one  of  them  is  freej 
Ask  them  to  Sing,  you  cannot  have  one  Notej 
jP^o,  they  have  gotten  Cold,  or  afore  Throat; 
But  unrequefted  then  they  ftrain  their  Voice ,  % 

And  trouble  all  the  Company  with  their  Noife*. 
'J'bis  Humour  hath  Tigellius  often  Ihown; 
If  by  his  Father's  Friendfhip  and  his  own ,  * 

Cxfar ,  that  cou'd  command ,  did  beg  a  Song , 
''Twas  all  in  vain ,  he  might  have  held  his  Tongue :  10 
Yet  take  him  in  the  Vein ,  and  he  would  fing 
Fjr.om  Mci»  'till  Nigh:,  a  Health  Po  Charks  our  Ki^* 


SATYR  III.    Lib.  I.        177 

Borne  times  to  fqueaking  Treble  his  Voice  wou'd  rail«? 

Then  fink  again  into  the  deepefl  "Safe : 

A  moil  unfettled  Fellow,  he  wouM  run  i/ 

As  if  he  fled  a  Robber ,  or  a  Dun  s 

And  flreight  as  in  ProcefHon  gravely  go , 

Now  with  two  hundred  Servants ,  now  but  twO.- 

Sometimes  he'd  talk  of  Heroes ,  and  of  Kings , 

In  m'ghty  fwelling  Numbers  mighty  Things :  2.*% 

And  then  again  ,  let  gracious  Fortune  give 

A  little  Meat ,  and  Drink  enough  to  live : 

Let  her  a  Coat  to  keep  out  Cold  prefent , 

jiltho'  'tis  thick  and  course ,  yet  Tm  content. 

Yet  give  this  fparing  thing ,  this  Moderate ,  ij 

This  Man  of  mean  Defires  ,  a  vaft  Eftate , 

In  Nine  days  time  'tis  ev'ry  Penny  gone, 

And  he's  grown  Poor  again  ,  and  is  undone : 

He  wakes  all  Night  to  Sing,  to  Drink,  and  Play, 

Then  goes  to  Bed,  and  fnores  it  all  the  Day:  30 

No  Man's  defigns  like  his  do  difagree, 

None  lives  fo  contrary  to  himfelf  as  he. 

1 1  Ay ,  but  fays  one ,  have  you  no  Fault  like  this  ? 
Tcs -i  Sir  )  I  have-,  perhaps  as^  great  as  his: 
When  Manius  rail'dat  Novius ,  how,  iays  one,    "]  35' 
'Dofi  know  thy  felf,  or  think  thy  Faults  unknown  t 
Ay ,  but  fays  Manius ,  I  forgive  my  own  :• 
This  is  a  foolifli ,  and  a  wicked  Love , 
And  fuch  as  fliarpefl  Satyrs  fhould  reproves 
When  thou  art  Blind  and  Senfelefs  to  thine  own ,    49 
How  doft  thou  fee  thy  Friend's  Difeafe  fo  foon. 
That  fcarce  a  Serpent  can  fo  quickly  fpy , 
Nor  any  Eagle  hath  fo  good  an  Eye  ? 
Well  then  go  on ,  purfue  thy  mean  defign  3 
As  thou  dofl  find  their  faults ,  fo  they  will  thine ;  4^" 
Perhaps  he's  pettifli ,  and  he's  apt  to  Rage, 
He  cannot  bear  the  Raillery  of  the  Age  s 
Perhaps  he  doth  not  wear  his  Cloaths  gentile  , 
His  Shoe  is  not  well  made ,  nor  fits  it  well ; 

Hi- 


p 


V 


%-;%       SATYR  in.    Lib.  I. 

He  may  be  flouted  ,  and  be  jeer'd  for  this ;  5'a> 

Yet  he's  an  honeji  Man  as  any  is : 

He  is  thy  Friend ,  and  tho'  the  Cafe  be  foul  > 

It  holds  a  learned ,  and  a  noble  Soul. 

Laftly ,  look  o'er  thy  felf  with  ftrictefl:  Care  > 

And  fee  what  feeds  of  Vice  are  rooted  there, 

What  Nature  plants ,  and  what  ill  Cuftoms  bear. 

This  fearch  is  good ,  for  a  negle£led  Field , 

Or  Thorns ,  or  ufelefs  Fern ,  will  quickly  yield. 

III.  Well ,  let  us  bring  our  felves  at  lafl:  to  this ^ 
As  ardent  Lovers  when  they  court  a  Mifs  s  60 

Or  fpy  no  faults ,  or  love  thofe  faults  they  fpy  > 
Thus  Ague's  Polypus  pleas'd  'Balhine's  Eye , 
1  wifli  this  Error  in  our  FriendOiip  reign'd. 
Or  had  the  credit  of  a  Virtue  gain'd , 
As  Fathers  hide  Sons  faults,  or  elfe  commend j.         6s 
We  ifhould  excLife  the  failures  of  our  Friend  : 
A  Father  that  hath  got  a  Squint- ey'd  Boy 
Cries  vohat  a  pretty  Cafl  adorns  my  Joy  / 
And  calls  his  dwarfifh  Son  that's  often  fick? 
As  that  Abortive  Sifyphus ,  his  Chick  ;  70 

Is  one  too  Clofe?  be  tender  of  his  Fame, 
And  call  him  thrifty,  'tis  the  fofter  Name:. 
If  he  will  brag  too  nmch ,  if  he  is  vain , 
Then  fay  he  is  a  brisk  and  merry  Man : 
If  he  Vv'ill  rage ,  if  he  will  rudely  flout ,  •  7; 

Then  fay  he  is  a  downright  Friend ,  and  fl:our : 
If  he  will  huff,  his  airy  Soul  commend , 
Ai^d  this  I  think  will  get  >  and  keep  a  Friend* 
ButX^e ,  unkindly  and  perverfely  nice , 
Do  turn  their  very  Virtues  into  Vice:  So 

If  any  lives  a  fober  honeft  Life  ,  ■» 

Puts  up  Affronts,  and  fliuns  difturbing  Strife* 
A  mean ,  we  ftreight  exclaim  ,  and  Chicken  Soul :. 
And  one  that's  flow ,  we  call  a  thick-skuU'd  Fool  ; 
Another  in  thefe  evidencing  Times,  85 

When  Envy  loads  our  honefl  Men  with  Crimes  ? 
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Lives  unrufpe61:ed ,  and ,  with  prudent  Art , 

He  keeps  himfelf  fecure  an  ev'ry  part. 

Inilead  of  Wife  ,  of  Provident ,  and  Grave  > 

Oh  he's  a  cunning  and  a  crafty  Knave :  50 

If  any  Man  (as  I  have  often  done 

To  you  Maecenas ,  and  now  freely  own) 

Impertinent  Difcourfe  or  Queftions  brings, 

Or  jogs  Another  while  he  reads  or  fmgs ; 

Or  fits  a  muling  upon  other  things  s ...  J  9 f 

W€  llreight  grow  Mad  ,  we'll  feear  no  juft  defence  s 

Pox ,  he's  a  Dolt ,  and  wants  ev'n  common  Senfe  s 

What  Cuftoms ,  ah !  what  Rules  have  Men  defign'd  ? 

And  how  unjuil ,  and  to  themfelves  unkind ! 

There's  none  but  hath  fome fault,  and  he's  the  beft,  100 

Moll  Virtuous  he ,  that's  fpotted  with  the  leaft  : 

A  kind  good-natur'd  Friend  ,  that  ftrives  to  prove 

And  know  the  Man  that  he  intends  to  love, 

And  weighs  my  Virtues ,  and  my  Faults  ,  'tis  juil 

(If  happily  my  Virtues  prove  the  moll ,)  loj 

To  let  that  Scale  go  down  i.  and  if  on  this 

He'll  be  a  Friend ,  I'll  bate  fome  things  amifs , 

And  make  the  fame  allowance  in  weighing  his  ; 

For  thofe  that  would  not  have  their  Sores  offend, 

Mull  not  difgull  the  Pimples  of  their  Friend  :  no 

And  'tis  but  juil ,  that  he  that  hopes  to  find 

A  Pardon  for  nis  Faults ,  fliould  be  as  kmd , 

And  give  the  like ,  and  with  a  willing  Mind. 

I V.  But  now  lince  Pajjioy/s  rooted  in  our  Souls , 
As  other  faults  that  ilick  fo  clofe  to  Fools  5  nj 

Why  doth  not  Reafon  poife  and  mend  our  Thoughts  ^ 
And  fee  our  Rage  proportion'd  to  the  Faults  ? 
when  Supper's  done ,  a  Slave  removes  the  Diih , 
And  fpills  the  Broth,  or  elfe  lets  fall  the  Fiihs 
Now  lliould  the  Mafter  flab  the  Slave  for  this  >       izo 
Wou'd  Labeo'S'  Madnefs  be  as  great  as  his  ? 
But  how  more  mad  are  we,  and  mo-e  fever e|! 
Our  Friends  but  little?  and  but  feldom  err^. 
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((And' fuch  fmall  Faults  good  Natures  ne'er  refentv 

They  fin  as  Men  mull  do,  and  may  repent.)  i^S 

But  yet  for  this  we  hate,  for  this  we  flxun, 

As  Bankrupts ,  Drufi  ,  the  notorious  Dun; 

Who ,  when  the  Calends  come  ,  feverely  fues  9 

And  if  the  Debtor  doth  not  pay  the  Ufe , 

He's  claptin  Jayl,  and  hears  a  tedious  Bill,  150 

A  killing  Scroll,  Item^  znd  Item  ilill : 

My  Friend  got  drunk  perhaps  hath  foul' d  my  Bed^. 

Or  bruis'd  a  Cup  by  neat  Evander  made , 

Or  fnatcht  away  a  Chicken  from  my  Plate, 

And  muft  I  love  my  Friend  the  lefs  for  that ?        i'^f 

What  fiiou'd  I  do  then  if  he  prov'd  unjuft , 

Refus'd  to  bail  me,  thiev'd  or  broke  his  Truft? 

Thofe  that  hold  Vices  equal ,  feem  diftrefs'd , . 

"When  leaving  Sofhijlry  they  come  to  th'  Teft.: 

This  Fancy  doth  with  Law  and  Cuftom  fight,        140 

And  Inter eji  too  ,  that  fpring  of  Juft  and  Right ; 

When  Man  firft  crept  from  Mother  Earth's  cold  Womb? 

He  was  a  miferable  Thing,  and  Dumbs 

Then  they  for  Acorns  fought,  or  for  a  Cave, 

With  Nails ,  then  Clubs ,  the  Arms  that  Nature  gave;  14J. 

And  next  with  Swords,  which  fad  convenience  found> 

And  Malice  taught  them  they  w^ere.  fit  to  wound: 

^Till  Words  and  Names  for  Things ,  and  Laws  began  , 

And  civilix'd  the  brutifli  Creature  Man ; 

Then  they  built  Towns ,  and  fettled  Right  and  Jfuft,  i  ja 

And  Laws  to  c.irb.our  Rapine,  and  our  Lufts 

Fior  long  e'er  Helen's  time ,  the  falfe ,  the  fair  ^ 

A  Woman  was  the  ftinking  caufe  of  War  s . 

They  fought ,  but  fell  unknown ,  like  Beafts  they  ilray'd> 

Kach  caught  his  willing  Female  and  enjoy'd  :  i^f 

^Till  one  more  ftrong  kill'd  him>  and  was  preferr'da 

Jult  as  the  greateft  Bull  amongil  the  Herd: 

.Look  o'er  the  World's  old  Records ,  there's  the  Caufe  ^^ 

""liWas  fear  of  wrong  that  made  us  make  our  Laws;. 
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B7  Naked  Nature  ne'er  was  underllood,  Ti6a 

What's  Jnft  and  Right ,  as  what  is  "Bad  and  Good,  V 
What/?  and  what  unfit  for  Flelh  and  Blood :      J 
Nor  Reafon  (hews  to  break  a  Garden  Hedge, 
Shou'd  be  as  great,  a  Crime  as  Sacrilege  : 
Let  RhIcs  be  fixt  that  may  our  Rage  contain,         i^fi 
And  puni/h  faults  with  a  proportioned  pain  : 
And  do  not  flea  him,  who  deferves  alone 
A  Whipping  for  the  Fault  that  he  hath  done: 
For  I  ne'er  fear  that  thou  wilt  prove  too  kind , 
To  too  much  Pity  vitioufi.y  inclined,  170 

That  can'ft  hold  Vices  Equal,  and  believe  , 
To  Roh*s  no  greater  Crime  than  'tis  to  Thieve; 
And  who  wouM  punifh  all  with  equal  hand, 
If  thou  wer't  King,  and  hadft  the  full  Command: 
If  he  that's  wife  and  skilful  in  his  Trade,  ijf 

Tho'  but  a  Cobler ,  muft  be  neatly  made. 
Be  rich,  be  fair,  be  handfbmc  and  a  King; 
Why  doll  thou  wifh  for't  fmce  thou  haft  the  thing? 
'But  what  Chryfippus  y^ii  thou  doji  not  know  ^         "J 
No  voife  Man  yet  did  ever  make  a  Shoe,  \.lSC; 

And  yet  the  Cobler's  a  wife  Man  r  ^ow /o  ?         J 
Why ,  as  Hermogenes ,  tho*  he  holds  his  Tongue , 
Is  skill'd  in  Mufick ,  and  can  fee  a  Song  s 
And  fuffling  Alfen ,  ihough  he  loft  his  Awl, 
And  threw  away  his  Laft,  and  jChut  his  Stall,        iSj*j 
And  broke  his  Threads,  yet  was  a  Cobler  ftill. 
Thus  ev'ry  Tradefman ,  if  he  hath  but  Skill , 
Is  wife,  and  therefore  only  King  :  but  ftay , 
Unlefs  you  ufe  your  Club ,  v/ith  wanton  play 
The  waggifti  Boys  will  pluck  thy  formal  Beard  i     190^ 
Thou  /halt  be  kickM ,  derided,  fcorn'd  and  jeer'd,, 
"Till  thou  doft  burft  when  Rage  ar  Envy  ftihgs. 
And  fnarl ,  thou  greateft  King,  of  mighty  Kings. 
In  fhort ,  whilft  thou  a  King  (halt  walk  in  State  j 
And  only  foolifti  Crifpin  on  thee  waif,  r^j; 

To  get  a  farthing  Bath,  I  nobly  live, 
Xhe.Fauks  I  Fxol  commit,  m^  Friends  forgive 5 • 

Hz 


i82        SATYR  IV.    Lib.  I. 

And  I  as  eafily  will  pardon  theirs , 

And  fo  ril  live  fecure ,  and  free  from  Cares , 

A  happier  private  Man ,  than  thou  a  King »  2.00 

s  A  T  Y  R    IV. 

I.  Lucillus  wai  hitter  hut  tmcorre6i,  2.  Few  read  Sa^ 
tyrs  ybe  aufe  they  know  tkey  deferve  the  Reproof •  3,  Whe^ 
ther  Satyr  be  a  Species  of  Poetry,  4,  A  Defence  of  his 
own  Writings,  j.  The  manner  how  his  Father  bred  him 
to  Virtue, 

I.  f^^Ratin  and  Eupolis ,  that  lafliM  the  Age 3 

V-><  Thofe  old  Comedian  Furies  of  the  Stages 
If  they  were  to  defcribe  a  vile ,  unjuft , 
And  cheating  Knave ,  or  fcourge  a  lawlefs  Lufl , 
Or  other  Crimes  i  regardlefs  of  his  Fame  5 

They  Ihow'd  the  Man ,  and  boldly  told  his  Name. 
This  is  Ltiiilim's  way ,  he  follows  thofe , 
His  Wit  the  fame ,  but  other  Numbers  chofe  ♦ 
I  grant  he  was  a  Jdiarp  and  ready  Wit , 
But  rude  and  nyi.orreCl  in  all  he  v/rit:  10 

This  was  his  fault ,  he  haflily  would  rhiine 
(As  if  'twere  fuch  a  wondrous  tiling  in  him) 
Two  hundred  tedious  Lines  in  one  hours  time. 
Yet ,  when ,  with  force ,  his  muddy  Fancy  flow'd , 
Some  few  pure  Streams  appeared  among  the  Mud:  ijT 
In  writing  much  'tis  true  his  Partj  excel. 
Too  lazy  for  the  task  of  writing  well. 
But  grant  that  rare ,  what  then  ?  Crifpnus  fays 
Ton  talk  of  writing  ,  Sir ,  yon  claim  the  'Bays  i 
Come  on  Sir  Critick  ,  you  Jhall  have  your  fill  >  20 

{The  Wager  be  as  little  as  you  will) 
Here's  Fen  and  Ink ,  and  Time  and  Place ,  let's  try 
Which  can  write  mofi  >  and  fajieji ,  you  or  1, 
Thanks  Heav'n  that  made  me  flow ,  and  gave  a  Pen 
That  writes  but  little  >  and  but  now  and  then »         2> 


10 
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But  you ,  like  Tjellom ,  '"till  the  Gold's  refin'd , 
Are  puffing  Itill,  and  all  but  empty  Wind. 

II.  Fannitts  was  happy,  whom  the  publick  Praife 
Prefer'd  to  Pha:hus  Shrine  >  and  crown'd  with  Bays ; 
But  few  read  mine ,  and  few  my  Books  delight ,       \o 
And  I  fcarce  dare  to  publi/h  v/hat  I  write : 
Few  like  this  way ,  for  moil  knov/  well  enough  , 
That  they  deferve,  and  fear  my  jufl  Reproof: 
Take  any  at  a  venture  'midft  the  Crowd  , 
And  you  fhall  find  him  covetous  or  proud ,  35 

One  marry' d  Whores  >   another  Xoys  defires  , 
One  Silver's  white,  and  Alpius  *Brafs  admires: 
Another  runs  from  Eaft  to  Weft  to  cheat ,  "J 

Like  Duft  by  Whirlwinds  toft  thro' ftorms  of  Fate,  V 
And  all  to  keep  or  better  his  Eftate.  J  4^ 

All  thefe  hate  Poets ,  thefe  do  fear  our  Rhimes , 
Look  he's  Jiark  mad,  they  cry,  fly  ,  fly  betimes i 
He  fi ares  no  Friend,  he  will  abufe  the  befi , 
So  he  may  laugh  himfelf  and  have  his  Jeji  : 
And  then  whatever  he  writes  flies  o'er  the  Town  y  4^ 

To  Pimps ,  to  He6iors ,  and  to  Gamefters  floown  > 
To  ev'ry  one  he  meets  he  tells  the  Tale, 
Old  Senfelefs  Fops  ,  Old  Women ,  'Boys  and  all. 
Now  hear  what  may  for  t'other  fide  be  fhown ; 

III.  Firft ,  I'm  no  Poet ,  for  to  make  me  one     s^ 
'Tis  not  enough  to  fetter  words  in  Rhime, 
And  make  a  tedious  and  a  jingling  Chime  i 
And  chiefly  fmce  my  numerous  Feet  enclofe 
Such  plain  familiar  Talk,  and  almoft  Profej 
No ,  he  alone  can  claim  that  Name  that  writes     "J    ff: 
With  Fancy  high,  and  bold  and  daring  flights 
And  fings  as  nobly  as  his  Hero  fights. 
And  therefore  fome  do  doubt,  (though  fbme  allow) 
If  Comedy  be  Poetry  or  no, 

Beeaufe  it  wants  that  Spirit,  Flame,  and  Force,     6(^ 
And  bate  the  Numbers,  'tis  but  plain  Difcourfe : 
Yet  often  there  the  careful  Fathers  rage, 
They  ftorm ,  and  fwear  ?,  and  crack  the  trembling  Stagey 
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When  e*er  the  Stripling  breaks  a  Matron's  Door, 

Gr  beats  a  Pimp ,  or  courts  a  jilting  whore ,  6$ 

And  flights  a  noble  Match 3  or  ftowM  with  Drink, 

By  day-light  greatly  fails  behind  his  Link  : 

And  would  not  Fompon  from  his  Father  fear. 

Were  he  alive,  a  rattle  as  fevere?' 

Well  then,  'tis  not  enough  to  keep  due  time,  70 

Obferve  juft  ¥tct^  and  put  plain  Words  in  Rhimes 

For  break  the  Numbers ,  and  the  Verfe  affords 

But  common  angry  Talk ,  and  ufual  Words ; 

"Thus  take  what  I,  or  what  LuciitHs  writes, 

Tho'  now  and  then  it  itorms  ,  and  fomedmes  bites,  yy 

Invert  the  order  and  the  Words  tranfpofe. 

No  fign,  as  when  you  change,  {JVhen  violent  Wars 

Had  bur  ft  their  'Brazen  Gates ,  and  brake  the  'Bars :) 

Of  Poetry,  appears ,  'tis  naked  Profe. 

I V.  But  now  enough ,  another  time  jQiall  ihow     8^ 
If  'tis  a  part  of  Poetry  or  no  : 
For  now  I  will  enquire  how  Men  ftiou'd  hate 
This  way  of  writing  Satyr ,  and  for  what : 
Capri  -dLVidi.  Snlce  ^  thofe  Terrors- of  the  Jayl, 
Both  hoarfe  with  pleading ,  walk  the  Common-Hall ,  Sf 
Their  green  Bags  ftuff'd  with  Bills ,  Indi^lmentSjBreveo? 
A  mighty  Terror  thofe  to  Knaves  and  Thieves ; 
But  yet  an  honeft  Man,  that  keeps  his  Oath, 
Nor  robs  ,nor  fteals ,  may  fafely  fcorn  them  both: 
If  thou'rt  a  Thief,  as  Ca-le  a.nd- "Byrrhus  are,  50 

I'm  not  like  SuLe  or  Capri,  why  do'ft  fear, 
And  why  dread  me  ?  My  Book's  not  fet  to  Sale , 
Thumb'd  by  the  Rabble  upon  ev'ry  Stall, 
The  Rafcal  fcum ,  Hermogenes  and  All  ; 
I  feldom  do  rehearfe,  and  when  I  do,  ^j 

Vm  forc'd ,  becaufe  my  Friends  will  have  it  fb . 
But  then  in  private ,  to  my  Friends  alone , 
Not  ev'ry  where  ,  nor^  yet  to  ev'ry  one  : 
Thoufands  i'th*  publick  Market-place  recite , 
And  trouble  all  they  meet  with  what  they  write:   10^ 


} 
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Nay  whilft  they  bath,  they  ftudioufly  rchearfe , 

The  Eccho's  raife  the  Voice  and  grace  the  Verfe : 

Thus  a£l:  our  Fcps ^  and  without  Fear  or  Wit, 

Never  confidering  if  the  Seafon's  fit. 

Or  time  convenient :  Well,  hut  what  you  write  icf 

Doth  hurt  Me/iS  Fame-,  that's  your  per  verfe  Delight: 

Why  this  to  me?  Doth  any  Friend  of  mine 

Boldly  affirm  that  this  is  my  Defign  ? 

He  th:t  fliall  rail  againft  his  abfent  Friends, 

Or  hears  them  fcandaliz'd ,  and  not  defends,  no 

Sports  with  their  Fame ,  and  fpeaks  whate'ei:  he  can ,. 

And  only  to  be  thought  a  witty  Man, 

Tells  Tales ,  and  brings  his  Friend  in  difefleem , 

That  Man's  a  l{riave ,  befure  beware  of  him  • 

Set  twelve  to  Supper,  one  above  the  reit  J  ^^f 

Takes  all  the  Talk ,  and  breaks  a  fcurvy  Jeft         > 

On  all,  except  the  Mafter  of  the  Feaft:  J 

At  laft  on  him ,  when  frequent  Cups  begin 

T^'unlock  his  Soul ,  and  {how  the  fpight  within : 

Yet  him  you  count  a  Wag  ■>  a  merry  Soul ,  i-Z-^^ 

Apleafant,  innocent,  and  harmlefs  Droll:. 

But  if  I  fmile  perchance ,  if  I  preflime 

To  laugh ,  becaule  RufiUtts  doth  perfume 

That  Female  Man ,  or  nafty  Gorgon  note 

For  ftudied  Filthinefs,  and  fmell  of  Goat:  is./- 

My  fmiles  are  Satyrs ,  and  whate*er  I  write  5. 

In  me  'tis  all  detra6tion,  and  'tis  fpight: 

In  common  Talk,  as  we  have  often  done. 

If  we  difcourfe  how  Petil  ftole  the  Crowns 

And  you ,  as  you  are  wont ,  his  Caufe  defend  ,        i  S® 

He  hath  a  kindnejs  for  me,  he's  my  Friend, 

My  old  Acquaintance  he-i   hejs  indeed. 

And  faith  I'm  glad  at  Heart  that  he  is  freed y 

And  yet  I  voondcr  hovo  he  'fcap'a;  'tis  right. 

This,  this  is  bafe  detra£bion ,  this  is  fpight:  ijj*^ 

This ,  if  I  know  my  felf ,  ne'er  reliLiit  me  , 

My  "Books  from  this ,  I'm  fure  my  Mind  is  free » 


i' 
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But  if  fome  things  appear  jocofely  writ , 
This  you  muft  pardon ,  this  you  muft  permit . 

V.  For  my  good  Father  did  inftru6i:  me  fo ,        *}  H<* 
And  by  Examples  taught  me  how  to  know 
What  was  unfit ,  and  what  was  fit  to  do* 
For  when  he^ tutor 'd  and  advis'd  to  Thrift, 
And  live  content  with  that  which  he  had  left ; 
,  Mark  Byrrhus,  he  would  fay,  and  Alpi'i  Sony  i^S 

How  voretchedly  they  live ,  novt^  they're  itndone  ! 
Two  fit  Examples  by  nnh  ippy  Fa^es  , 
To  fright  young  Heirs  from  fqnand'ring  their  Efiates  : 
When  he  would  fright  me  from  a  lawlefs  Love , 
And  whores,  he  faid,  Toung  Horace  do  not  prove      ijO 
Like  Se61:anus,  nor  ieadfu  loofe  a  Life , 
jind  fefkfioln  joys  y  and  with  another's  Wife^ 
life  what  the  Laws  permit  ^  and  he  advised ^ 
Trebonius  got  no  credit  when  furpriz-'d: 
Thilofophers  perhaps  may  {how  the  Caufe  -,  IJJ 

And  talk  of  Reafon ,  and  of  Nature's  LawSy 
Why  f  me  things  fnou'd  be  hated ,  fome  admir'd^ 
And  why  avdded  fome  ,  and  fime  dcpr'd\ 
S;;t  't'u  enough  fir  me  to  form  thy  Mind, 
And  leave  it  to  the  Ancients  Rules  inclin'd i  l6o 

And  while  thou  want' ft  a  Tutor ,  keep  thy  Name , 
And  Manners ,  fpctlefs ,  and  preferve  thy  Fame  ; 
For  when  a  Man ,'  then  thou  mnfi  walk  alone,. 
N9  prudent  care  to  guide  thee ,  but  thy  own. 
Thus  he  advis'd i  whatever  he*d  have  me  do,  i6y 

He  fays  ,  Look  fuch  a  one  doth  fo  and  fo  j 
And  fcts  a  worthy  Man  before  my  Eyes. 
And  when  he  would  forbid  a  thing ,  he  cries  3 
Is  not  this  bad,  when  fuch  and  fuch  a  One 
Is  fcandaliz'd  for't  over  all  the  Town?  17^ 

Unruly  Patients ,  v/hen  they  chance'  to  hear 
Their  Neighbour's  lately  dead ,  begin  to  fear  , 
Grow  orderly,  and  check  their  Appetites 
So  others  ill  Repute  do  often  fright 
Young  Men  from  following  Vice  and  falfe  Delight .  J  17; 


} 
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Hence  'tis  that  found  from  greater  faults  I  live  j 

But  fmall ,  and  fuch  as  Friends  may  well  forgive 

1  grant  I  have,  yet  even  thofe  grow  lefs 

By  my  own  Care,  or  by  my  Friends  Advice y 

For  when  in  Bed,  or  when  I  walk  alone,  iSo 

I  uf jally  revolve  what  I  have  done  s 

This  may  be  better* d  fure ,  and  this  commend-, 

And  make  me  greater  ,  and  a  plcafant  Frirnd  : 

Sure  this  is  bad,  and  this  is  not  voell  done; 

What  fhali  I  a6i  like  fuch  ,  and  ficch  a  one  ?  Y^^T 

All  this  I  ufe  to  think  on,  when  alone  : 

At  leafure  times  I  write  my  foolifh  Thoughts , 

And  this  is  one  of  thofe  my  little  Faults  , 

Which  if  you  won't  forgive,  but  prove  fevere, 

A  Band  of  Poets  to  my  Aid  I'll  rear ,  i^q 

(For  we  can  make  a  Band)  and  like  the  Jews 

I'll  force  you  take  that  fide  you  now  refufc 


s  A  T  Y  R    V. 

Ji  Defcription  of  his  Journey  to  Brundufium  >  with 
all  the  various  Occurrc?iC€S  in  the  way, 

FROM  ftately  Rsme  I  fir  ft  began  my  way, 
And  reach'd  Arkia's  Town,  and  there  I  lay^ 
My  Company, as  good  as  Man  cou'd  feek. 
The  Lawyer  Heliodore ,  a  learned  Greek : 
Then  Forum  Apii ,  that's  a  paltry  Town , 
With  Tars  and  Pedlars  throng'd,  and  thofe  alone 
We  made  two  Days  on't  hither ,  tho'  moft  but  one . 
For  to  quick  Travellers  'tis  a  .tedious  Road , 
But  if  you  walk  but  flow  ,  'tis  pretty  good. 
Here,  'caufe  the  Water  did  corrode  the  Tafte,  lo 

And  hurt  the  Stomach,  I  refolv'd  to  fafts 
And  envy'd  thofe  that  fupp'd  )  now  Ni^ht  appears , 
And  o'er  the  Hcav'n  fpreads  Shades  ?  and  twinkling  Stars: 


:} 
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And  then  the  Boys  and  Tars  began  to  roar, 
^  'Boat ,  a  "Boat ,  fo  ho,  you  Son  of  a  Whore , 
Pox  y  thou  wilt  Jink  the  Boat ,  enough  ,  no  more : 
And  while  they  take  the  Fare  we  were  to  pay , 
.  Arid  tye  the  Mule ,  a  whole  Hour  flips  away : 
The  Boat  was  fall  of  Fleas ,  and  thofe  moleft , 
And  croaking  Frogs  all  Night  difturb'd  our  Reft:     2«- 
The  Mule-man  and  the  Boat-man  fare  up  late, 
Both  drunk ,  and  fang  a  Catch  of  merry  I{ate  : 
At  lalt  the  w^ary  Mule-man  roli'd  to  Bed , 
With  fiery  Eyes,  fwoln  Guts,  and  aking  Head. 
The  Boat-man  too  refolv'd  to -work  no  more  ,      ")  zj 
But  ty'd  his  Mule  ro  graze  along  the  Shore , 
Then  fell  afleep  ,  and  there  all  Might  did  fnore. 
And  now  the  Sun  climbM  o'er  the  Eaflern  Hill , 
And  (howM  the  Day ,  but  yet  our  Boat  ftood  Rill  s 
*Till  one ,  a  furly  Fellow  ,  leap'd  from  far  ,  30 

And  Back  and  Side  he  cudgel'd  drowzy  Tar : 
This  made  him  work  and  follow  our  Command? 
And  fo  ut  ten  a  Clock  we  came  to  Land  : 
Feronia  was  the  Place ,  and  there  we  dine  i 
Thence  three  Miles  farther  to  another  Inn  :•  f  j" 

My  kind  Maecenas  was  to  meet  me  there. 
With  good  Cocceius  fenc  on  great  Affair , 
On  Emballics,  'twas  their  delightful  Toil 
To  make  new  Friends ,  and  Enemies  reconcile :. 
And  here,  becaufe  my  travelling  did  inflame,  40 

I  drefl  my  Eyes  ,  mean  while  Macena^  came, 

Cocceius ,  Capito  and  Pronto 

That.  Pronto  delicate  in  Mind  and  Fate , 

And  great  with  Antony  as  any  was  : 

At  little  Fundi  we  refused  to  bait ,  45^ 

But  laughM  at  proud  Aufidim*  Pomp  and  States 

A  Scrivener  lately,  now  with  Mace  and  Gown 

He  huffs ,  and  proudly  Lords  it  o'er  the  Town  i 

To  Formia  next 3  there  Capito  Meat  affords, 

Murena  Lodging,  fo  we  liv'd  like  Lords:  J"* 
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The  next  Day  was  a  happy  joyful  Day , 

For  then  at  Smnejfa  on  our  way , 

Piotintis  ,  Virgil ,  Varius  too  attends , 

All  worthy  Men ,  and  my  obliging  Friends : 

Oh  how  did  we  embrace  !  What  Shouts  we  gave!        j'jf 

A  Friend's  the  deareft  thing  a  Man  can  have  : 

Next  Night  near  Campaus  Bridge  our  Stage  was  good,"}  ] 

And  there  we  lodg'd  ,  and ,  as  the  Cuftom  flood  >      V 

The  Villagers  prefented  Salt  and  Wood;  J  l 

Next  Stage  was  Capua,  there  we  made  a  ilay,  60 

Wc.came  betimes,  Maecenas  went  to  play, 

Virgil  and  I  to  bed ,  my  Eyes  were  fore , 

His  Stomach  fick ,  and  fo  we  both  forbore : 

And  next  we  reach'd  Cocceim  Farm  at  Night; 

A  pleafant  Seat ,  and  ftor'd  with  all  Delight ;  ^^ 

Aut  now  ailift;,  my  Mufe ,  and  now  relate 

How  tv/o  bafe  Fellows  quarrelled ,  and  for  what ; 

But  firfl:  their  Pedigrees  the  generous,  brave. 

And  valiant  Mejjius  was  a  noble  Knave , 

An  Ofcian  born  3  Sarmentus  was  a  Slave ;  J  70 

Thus  nobly  born  thefe  two  ,  and  nobly  bred  , 

Began  the  Brawl,  And firji  Sarmentus y^;/^, 

Faith  y  Meilius,  Thou  art  like  an  untam'd  Horfe; 

We  laughs  Welly  well,  fays  Mejfms y  take  your  Courfe^ 

And  fhakes  his  Heads  Oh y  were  thy  Ihrm  not  gone y     7J 

How  thou  wouldft  pujh  ,  Jtnce  now  when  thou  haji  m?ie 

Thou  threatneji  fo  ?  but  that's  a  fcurvy  Place , 

Thofe  plaguy  Scars  thy  brijly  Front  di/^race. 

And  then  breaks  many  a  JeH  upon  his  Face; 

Gn  ev'ry  Pimple ,  and  on  ev'ry  Wart ,  go 

And  bids  him  Mimick  Polyphcm;  No  Art, 

No  Vizor  thou  doji  need ,  for  thou  art  rough , 

And  Nattire^s  given  thee  Uglinefs  enough. 

This  Mejfms  flomachs ,  and  replies  again , 

Welly  Sir,  when  will  you  confecrate  the  Chain  2f 

Tou  vow*d  the  Lares  ?  now  yon're  mighty  prond^ 

A  Scribe)  yet  Jiill your  Ladies  Claim  i^  good: 


I 


I 
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'But  why  I  vponder  Jhou'dji  thou  run  atoayf 

A  poor  thin-gutted  Rngne ,  frre  he  might  fi ay 

That  feajied  on  an  half-penny  Loaf  a  Day,  J  ^0 

This  made  our  Supper  pleafant,  thence  we  rode 

To  'Beneventum ,  there  our  Inn  was  good ; 

But  whilft  our  fedulous  Holt  makes  too  much  hafte 

To  roaft  our  Meat ,  and  ligths  too  ftrong  a  Blaft , 

He  had  almoft  been  burnt,  the  Chimny  iir'd,  ^y 

And  Flames  as  hungry  to  the  Roofs  afpir'd  : 

Then  hungry  we,  and  all  our  Servants  came 

To  fave  the  Meat ,  and  Houfe ,  and  quench  the  Flame : 

Next  Day  the  known  Appulian  Mountains  rife, 

Which  hot  Atabulus  fcorches  as  he  flies:  100 

To  pafs  thefe  Hills  had  prov'd  too  great  a  Toil , 

But  fmall  Trevicum  gave  us  reft  a  while  i 

We  ftaid ,  quite  blinded  in  a  fmoaky  Houfe , 

For  all  they  had  to  burn  was  Leaves  and  Boughs  : 

Here  I,  poor  Noddy,  half  the  Night  or  more         lOjT 

Expe61:ed  a  forfworn,  a  jilting  Whores 

At  laft  dull  Sleep  did  blunt  my  keen  Defire, 

His  lazy  Hand  fpread  o*er ,  and  checked  my  Fire : 

But  then  fome  wanton  Dreams  ,  too  loofe  to  tell , 

SupplyM  her  Place,  and  did  the  Feat  as  well.  no 

Thence  four  and  twenty  Miles  in  four  Hours  time , 

To  a  fmall  place  whofe  Name  won't  ftand  in  Rhime : 

But  yet  by  Signs  'tis  very  eas'ly  known; 

Firft  then ,  the  Water's  fcarce  o'er  all  the  Town ; 

The  cheapeft  thing  that  Nature  hath  beftow*d  lljf 

Here's  dearly  fold;  the  Bread  is  very  good; 

This  oft  the  wary  Traveller  approves. 

And  when  he  parts ,  he  fills  his  Bag  with  Loaves : 

For  none  Cannfmm  yields  but  grifty  Bread , 

This  Town  was  built  by  valiant  Diomed,  la^ 

The  Nymphs  averfe ,  'tis  like  the  former ,  poor  > 

Nor  can  it  boaft  one  Quart  of  Water  more ; 

Htre  Varim  left  us,  but  appear'd  to  be 

Concerned  to  part  ?  ^d  all  as  much  as  he  5 
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Next  Night  we  reachM  to  Rubiy  there  we  lay?    ')  12.5 

All  very  weary ,  for  the  tedious  way 

Was  dirty ,  and  befides  it  rain'd  all  Day : 

Next  Morn  the  Sky  was  fair,  the  Weather  good 

As  far  as  Hari's  Town  ,  but  worfe  the  Road : 

Here  we  had  Sport  enough,  and  caufe  to  fmile,       1 30 

For  fome  that  would  our  eafie  Faith  beguile , 

Would  needs  perfwade  that  in  their  facred  Quire 

Sweet  Incence  burns  without  the  help  of  Fire ; 

Ay ,  let  the  Jews  believe  it  if  they  pleafe , 

Not  I,  I  know  the  Gods  mufl:  live  at  eafe:  13 j 

Nor  when  ftrong  Nature  doth  fome  Wonders  fhow  > 

Can  I  believe  they  meddle  here  below : 

Hence  to  'Brundnfium ,  there  I  left  my  Friends , 

And  fo  my  Story  and  my  Journey  ends. 

S  x^  T  Y  R    VI. 

To        M   iE.   C   E   N    A   S. 

I.  He  ccmmcnds  him  for  looking  on  the  Excellencies  ^  mt 
the  Families  of  Men,  2,  Againjl  Vride,  3.  His  Ac^ 
quaint ance  with  Mxcenas.  4.  HovoJ^is  Father  bred 
him,  y.  That  he  is  very  well  contented  with  his  fmall 
Efiate, 


I.      A  Ltho'  thy  Veins  are  fillM  with  Royal  Blood, 

-jLjL  Thy  Birth  as  noble ,  Family  as  good 
As  all  Hetrnria  boafts ,  you  are  not  proud  ; 
Altho'  thy  Ancejlors  did  Armies  guide, 
Kings  by  thy  Father's  and  thy  Mother's  fide, 
Thou  dofl  not  flight  a  Man  of  mean  Degree, 
As  muft  men  ufe  to  do,  for  Instance  ,  me, 
Whofe  Father  was  a  Slave ,  and  lately  free. 
For  you  believe ,  and  you  are  right  in  this , 
No  matter  whence  he  cmns^  but  what  he  is,'  i« 


I 
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Ko  matter  if  his  Race  be  low  ,  his  Blood 

Be  mean ,  if  but  his  Mind  be  great  and  good  : 

Before  King  Tullins'  time,  by  Birth  a  Slave, 

A  thoufand  Men  of  mean  Defcent  were  brave 

And  fiird  the  Honours  that  the  People  gave ;  J  i^ 

But  noble  Lavin ,  though  Valerius  Son , 

[By  whofe  wife -Condu61:  this  great  State  begun, 

When  Tarquin  the/ ,  the  luftful  and  the  Proud , 

Expell'd)  was  never  valu'd  by  the  Crowd  : 

The  Crowd,  thofe  Common  Slaves  to  empty  Fame,     2.0 

That  more  than  the  Deferts  regard  the  Name , 

Dazled  with  Family  and  gawdy  Shows : 

Then  what  fliould  We,  what  We  the  Wife  propofe, 

We  that  are  thought  a  different  KJnd  from  Thofe? 

But  at  Elections  grant  the  Crowd  refufe  2jr 

Ignoble  Decius ,  and  Levinus  chufe  s 

And  grant  the  furly  Cenfor  Appius  fcorn , 

And  (hove  me  off,  becaufe  but  meanly  born> 

Or  elfe  deferv'dly ,  'caufe  I  would  be  Brave, 

And  feek  a  finer  Skin  than  Nature  gave :  50 

Yet  Glory's  fhining  Chariot  fwiftly  draws 

with  equal  Whirl  the  Noble  and  the  Bafe-» 

1 1.  What  Profit  was  it ,  Tullius ,  to  refume 
Thy  once  loll  Honours,  fpread  thy  gawdy  Plume, 
And  be  a  Tribune''^  Thence  more  hate  began,  3j^ 

More  Envy  rofe  than  when  a  Private  Man : 
For  when  a  Fool  fhall  make  a  mighty  flir^ 
Swagger  and  huff  in  Golden  Chain  and  Fur ;       .         '^ 
All  Eyes  flreight  turn  to  the  unufual  State, 
And  ftudioufly  enquire ,  What  Fellow's  that  ?  40^ 

what  Family  ?  As  one  that  fliows  a  Face 
Pox'd,  Meager,  Pale,  and  fuch  as  'Barms  has, 
Yet  would  be  Handfome  thought,     Where-e'er 

He  goes 
The  Ladies  cry ,    Look  how  the  Fellow  (hows ; 
And  flreight  examine  his  Leg ,  Calf ,  and  Nofe.  J   4^ 
Thus  when  one  thrufls  himfelf  upon  the  State; 
And  cries,  Corne^  III  fnfiain  the  Nation's  Weight, 

The 
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The  Empire  aud  Religion  he  my  Care , 

Til  manage  all:  This  makes  the  People  ftare, 

This  makes  them  ask  What  is  he,  whence  came  he  ?^  ^a 

What  was  his  Mother  ?  Of  what  Family  ?  ^ 

Or  is  he  Bafe,  his  Sire  of  mean  Degree?  J 

And  what  fliall  Bafe-born  you  ,  Sir ,  rule  the  Law  > 

Lord  it  o'er  Citizens,  and  hang  and  draw? 

My  Collegue  Novius,  Sir-,  is  mean  to  me  ^  ff 

He's  what  my  Father  was ,  a  Slave  made  Tree* 

What  then,  doth  that  enoble  thy  bafe  Blood, 

Make  Thee  Mejjala ,  Patdtts  ,  or  as  good  ? 

Yet  did  two  hundred  Drays ,  and  all  the  Crowd 

Of  two  great  Funerals  meet,  he  bawls  fo  loud,  6® 

That  He  would  drown  the  Horns  and  Trumpets  noife; 

This  pleafes  ,  we  are  taken  v^ith  his  Voice : 

III.  But  to  my  felf ,  the  Son  of  a  Freed  Man, 

Whom  envious  Eyes  and  envious  Tongues  purfue , 
Becaufe,  My  Lord-,  lam  belov'd  by  you:  Gf 

But  once  becaufe  I  had  a  good  Command, 
And  as  a  Trihrne  led  a  Roman  Band : 
The  caufe  unlike  ,  for  thofe  that  may  pretend 
To  envy  me ,  for  Honours  Chance  can  fend , 
Yet  may  not  be  difpleasM  that  you're  my  Friend :  J  70 
Since  neither  Fancy  nor  the  pop'lar  Voice , 
But  prudent  Care  ,  and  Worth  dorh  guide  your  choice^* 
And ,  Sir ,  this  Happinefs  I  dare  not  own 
Was  Chance ,  for  'twas  not  Chance  that  made  me  known: 
For  Virgil  did  commend  me  to  your  Grace,  7^* 

And  Variiis  often  told  you  what  I  was ; 
when  fent  for  ,  Sir ,  in  few  and  broken  words  , 
In  fuch  as  Infant  Modejly  affords  , 
1  did  not  tell  you  my  Defcent  was  great , 
I  did  not  ^s,-^  I  had  a  vaft  Eftate  ,  %o> 

But  what  I  wasi  and  your  Reply  was  jfhort, 
As  'tis  your  Cuftoms  fo  Ilcft  the  Court, 
And  to  my  Fields  rctir'di  at  nine  Months  end 
You  fent  for  me,  and  bad  me  be  your  Frieni: 

I 
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And  this  I  think  is  great ,  this  makes  me  proud,     "If  2f 
That  I  pleas'dyoujwho  know  what's  bad  from  good,  > 
By  Vertne ,  not  by  Noblenefs  of  Blood :  J 

IV.  If  only  little  Stains  do  fpot  my  Soul, 
(As  pcrfe£l  Beauties  often  have  a  Mole) 
Tho'  I'm  fecure  and  free  from  all  the  foul;  J  ^o 

If  none  on  me  can  tmly  fix  Difgrace , 
If  I  am  neither  Covetous  ,  nor  Bafes 
If  Innocent  my  Life,  if  (to  commend 
My  felf)  I  live  belov'd  by  ev'ry  Friend  : 
•I  thank  my  Father  for't,  for  he  being  poor  ,  9/ 

His  Farm  but  fmall,  the  ufual  ways  forbore; 
He  did  not  fend  me  to  Sir  Fahim  School 
To  teach  me  Arts ,  and  make  me  great  by  Rule : 
Such  as  our  Great  Mens  Sons  and  Nobles  feek  ,     "J 
with  Book  in  Hand  ,  and  Satchel  round  their  Neck,  >ioo 
And  meanly  pay  their  Mafter  by  the  Week.         J 
But  tirft  he  boldly  brought  me  up  to  Town, 
To  fee  thofe  ways  ,  and  make  thofe  Arts  my  own 
Which  every  Knight  and  Noble  taught  his  Son  : 
56  weJ  attended,  and  fo  richly  drcfs'd     (guefs'd")  105* 
I  walk'd  thro'  Rome ,  and  thofe  that  view'd  me 
I  was  a  Man  of  Wealth  ,  a  IQiight  at  leaft. 
Himfelf  my  carefuirft  Guardian  watchM  me  flill  3 
In  fiiort,  he  fo  fupprefs'd  the  growth  of  ill , 
That  (Virtue's  hight)  not  only  kept  m.e  pure  no 

From  vitious  Deeds ,  but  ill  Repute  fecure : 
Kor  did  he  fear  the  Cenfuring  World  fiiould  blame 
His  h'gh  Defi^ms ,  or  I  be  damn'd  with  Shame , 
If  after  all  his  Co/?  I  fhould  be  made 
A  Common  Cryery  or  a  meaner  Trade;  115 

Or  elfe ,  as  he  himfelf,  have  poorly  liv'd 
A  mean  Excife-Man ,  nor  fliould  I  have  griev'd  ; 
I  owe  more  Thanks ,  and  more  Refpe6t  for  this 
Ncr  fhail  I  e'er,  whatever  Fops  advife, 
Repent  of  fuch  a  Father  if  I'm  wife.       ^  J  I  at 

Therefore  as  Others  when  the  haughty  fcorn 
^Twas  not  our  fault  m  were  mt  nobly  'Bern ; 


} 
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I  do  not  fay ,  nor  mind  thofe  meaner  Cares  s 
My  Words  and  Thoughts  are  different  far  from  theirs. 
V.  For  fliould  kind  Nature  bid  my  Soul  retire,')  izf 
Go  back  to  Birth,  and  chufe  a  noble  Sire, 
As  great  as  Thought  could  frame ,  or  Pride  defirc;. 
Content  with  thofe  I  have,  let  others  chufe, 
I  would  the  Noble  and  the  Great  refufes 
And  this  is  fooli/h,  this  a  wild  Defign  13a 

Tth'  Crowds  Opinion,  Wife  perhaps  in  thine, 
Becaufe  I  love  my  Eafe,  and  Greatnefs  fear. 
And  fliun  a  weight  I  am  not  us*d  to  bear: 
For  ftreight  my  fmall  Eflate  I  muit  enlarge , 
Salute  more  Men,  and  live  at  greater  Charge,  i-^j* 

Companions  get,  left  I,  in  Field  or  Town, 
The  noble  I ,  be  feen  to  walk  alone : 
More  Grooms  and  Horfes  keep  ,  a  Coach  befide , 
And  all  the  coftly  Vanities  of  Pride  : 
Now  on  my  bob-tail*d  Mule 3. all  gall'd  and  fore,     14'* 
My  Wallet  galls  behind ,  my  Spurs  before ; 
I  ride  when-e'er  I  will ,  I  ride  at  eafe 
As  far  as  fofc  Tarentnm ,  if  I  pleafe  s 
None,  as  of  Tullius  Bafenefs,  fhall  of  mine  complain^ 
On  whom,  when  Prator ,  as  a  noble  Train,  14, y 

In  the  Tiburtine  way  five  Boys  did  wait , 
And  bore  a  Stool  and  Flask  of  Wine  in  State  . 
I  live ,  Sir  Noble ,  I  can  ']uii\Y  boaft , 
Better  than  you ,  and  happier  far  than  moft; 
I  walk  alone  where-e*er  my  Fancies  lead,  i^^ 

And  bufie  ask  the  Price  of  Herbs  and  Bread  ; 
Thro*  cheating  Rorme  about  the  clofe  of  Day 
I  freely  walk ,  I  go  to  Church  and  pray , 
Then  home ,  where  I  fhall  find  a  fparing  Treat, 
And  three  fmall  pretty  Boys  bring  up  the  Meat:      if 5* 
Juft  by  a  White-flone-Table  ftands ,  to  bear 
Two  Pots,  one  Cup,  and  equal  to  my  fare 
A  Ciuifi  and  Platter ,  all  poor  Earthen  Ware, 
And  then  I  go  to  Bed,  and  take  my  Refl, 
No  gi-iilty  Confcience  frets,  no  Cares  moieflj  i^ 

I  a 
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No  fad  Remembrance  of  my  former  Crimes; 

No  Suits  to  bid  me  be  at  Court  betimes ; 

Where  Marjya's  Statue  ilands ,  and  fears  to  brook 

Th€  Fury  of  the  younger  Novius  look  ; 

„  I  fleep  'till  Ten,  then  walk,  or  read  a  while,      i6s 

3,  Or  write  for  Pleafure,  'noint  my  felf  with  Oil, 

Not  fuch  as  Natta  pours,  the  Rich,  the  Bafe, 

Who  robs  the  dying  Lamps  to  greafe  his  Face, 

But  when  that  heat  invites  to  cooler  Streams  , 

I  bath ,  and  fly  the  fury  of  the  Beams;  ij9 

I  cat  not  greedily ,  but  juft  enough 

To  flay  my  Stomach ,  and  keep  Hunger  off; 

This  is  their  Life  who  are  unloosed  from  Fears , 

Weighty  Ambition ,  and  its  vexing  Cares  : 

This  comforts  me,  this  more  Contentment  brings,  ijf 

Than  if  my  Birth  were  high ,  my  Race  were  Kin^s. 

SATYR     VII. 

A  Scolding  Laro-Suit  hctvoccn  Perfius,  and  Rupilius, 
furiiam'd  The  King, 


H 


"OW  mungrel  Ferjins  paid  Rnptlim  off, 

SurnamM  The  K^ng,  that  baniih'd  railing  Huff, 

And  gave  him  §imd  for  ^/o ,  I  think  is  known 

To  all  the  Blind ,  and  Barbers  Shops  in  Town  : 

This  Per/I/iS  rich  half  Afia  did  moleft  j 

With  Law- Suits,  and  the  I{ing  amongfl  the  reil : 

Bold ,  Impudent  He  was ,  and  Hill  "at  Strife  , 

And"  as  malicious  as  the  K^ng  for's  Life, 

Haughty,  and  luch  a  bitcer  Rogue  to  rail , 

That  Fifo  hardly  could  blow  Wind  in*s  Tail:  w 

But  to  return,  when  nought  could  calm  their  Rage, 

(For  fo  'tis  ftill  when  Two  great  Souls  engage;) 

Thus  in  Achilles  and  in  Hewer's  Strife , 

Their  Emulation  was  as  long  as  Life;  ^ 
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Becaufe  they  both  were  Brave ,  their  Minds  were  great,  i  j 

Their  Courage  equal ,  and  alike  their  Heat  s 

But  when  two  Cowards ,  or  unequal  Foes  , 

As  when  foft  Glancus  ,  Diomed  did  oppofe , 

The  weaker  yields  unable  to  defend , 

iVnd  gives  the  other  Bribes  to  be  his  Friend  .  2.0 

When  Brutus  ,  ^Jia  rul*d ,  this  railing  Pair , 

Not  "Byth  and  Hacchius  were  a  Match  fo  fair , 

Began  their  Suit ;  away  to  Court  they  run 

Both  hot,  and  gaz'd  at  both  hy  qy'ty  one. 

Terjitis  begins,  and  doth  the  Caufe  explain,  ")  -5' 

(We  laugh ,  and  ,  as  he  fpeak^ ,  we  laugh  again)     > 

And  praifeth  'Brutus  much ,  and  all  his  Train :       J 

He  calls  him  Apa*%  Sun  ,  a  glorious  thing , 

And  all  were  Stars  benign  except  the  l{ing; 

The  Dog-Star  He,  that  Star  that  poifon  yields,         30 

And  ilieds  malicious  Influence  o'er  our  Fields. 

Thus  heedlefly  he  ftill  purfu'd  his  Theme , 

As  fierce  and  muddy  as  a  Winter's  Stream. 

The  '^ng  enrag'd  at  this ,   and  fwoln  with  Hate , 

Empties  his  Stomach  ftraight  in  Billingsgate  ,•  3  f 

The  fineft  Rhetorick  the  World  hath  known , 

The  very  injtde  of  a  Bawling  Clown  . 

But  Perjtus  netled  with  his  fliarp  Replies , 

At  lafl: ,  Brutus  ,  fi}2ce  Thou  art  toont ,  He  cries , 

7\i  Murther  Kings  i  for  Heaven's  fake  why  not  This?^  4c 

For  this  would  prove  a  good  and  great  defign  , 

Brutus ,  this  ou^ht  to  be  an  A£l  of  thinc^ 


I 
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SATYR     VIII. 

I.  Pfiapus  tells  hm  he  came  to  be  a  God,    2.    Dif-^ 

^omfes  how  the  Witches  ccme  at  Night  and 

trouble  him,     3.    Difcovers  their 

Ce-femo'des, 

I.  T    ONG  time  I  lay  a  fifelefs  Piece  of  Wood , 

X^'Till  Artiftsjdoubtful  for  what  the  Log  was  good, 
A  Stools  or  God^  refolv'd  to  make  a  God; 
So  T  was  made,  and  hence  I  grew  ador'd  , 
The  Fear  of  ev'ry  Thief,  and  ev'ry  Bird :  j 

My  Hook  and  my  vail  Pole  the  Thieves  afriight. 
And  keep  the  Garden  fafe  from  Rogues  by  Night  ; 
My  ghaftly  Head  is  crown'd  with  flaring  Reed , 
To  fright  the  Sparrows  from  the  new-fown  Stsd., 

II.  This  Plats  where  now  I  ftand ,  was  heretofore  10 
A  Common  Place  of  Burial  for  the  Poor , 
Here  3  by  the  Common  Beadle  of  the  Town> 
The  poorer  Sort,  &  Spendthrifts  Corps,  were  thrown. 
They  got  this  Plat  when  they  had  fpent  their  own. 
A  thoufand  Foot  in  length,  three  hundred  broad,  ")  15" 
As  the  Infcription  fliows ,  by  Will  beftow'd 
For  Publick  Ufe ,  and  for  the  Common  Good. 
But  now  where  only  frightful  Bones  were  feen , 
That  checkered  with  a  ghaftly  White  the  Green, 
M^cenas  built  a  Summer's  foft  Retreat ;  20 
The'  Air  is  good  ,  and  'tis  a  pretty  Seat. 

And  now  I  take  but  very  little  Care, 
For  Thieves  and  Birds  that  come  and  rifle  here ; 
The  troublefome  Whitches  vex  me  more  than  They , 
Thofe  Witches  I  can  never  drive  away :  '^  25 

For  when  the  Moon  is  up ,  each  comes  and  pulls 
Her  pois'nous  Herbs,  or  gathers  Bones  and  Skulls. 

I I I.  I  oft  have  feen  the  Hag  Canidia  there , 
Bare-foot,  her  Coat  tuck'd  fliort,  and  loofe  her  Hair: 


} 
} 


} 

} 

4© 

} 


SATYR  VIII.    Lib.  I.      199 

with  elder  Saganay  I  faw  them  run,  3^ 

(They  both  were  ghaftly,  p-ile  to  look  upon.) 

I  heard  them  howl,  and  faw  the  furious  Witch, 

Whilft  with  her  Nails  Ihe  fcrap'd  a  little  Ditch, 

Then  tear  black  Lambs ,  and  pour  in  all  the  Blood  / 

And  call  the  hungry  Ghofis  to  take  their  Food ,         ^35- 

The  Ghop  that  were  to  tell  her  what  (he  wou'd. 

Of  Wooll  and  Wax  they  made  two  Images , 

Which  the  bewitch'd  and  Witches  Forms  exprefs, 

The  WooH  the  greater  to  torment  the  lefs : 

The  Wax  was  to  be  whipt,  and  feemM  to  bow,         40 

And  there  ftood  cringing  as  it  fear'd  the  blow. 

One  Hecate  invokes  with  dreadful  Prayer , 

And  one  Tifephone ,  and  ftreight  they  hear 

Black  Serpents  hifs  and  Heil-hounds  barking  there. 

The  Moon  skulk'd  low ,  and  as  afraid  to  view  41* 

This  ghaftly  fight ,  behind  the  Tombs  wittidrew. 

Now  if  I  lye  let  Birds  difdain  my  Reed , 

And  come  and  perch ,  and  dung  upon  my  Head ; 

Let  me  be  fpit ,  let  me  be  pifs'd  ,   upon 

By  all  the  Rogues  and  Rafcals  of  the  Town:  jo 

Why  xhould  I  mention  all  I  faw  or  heard  ? 

How  in  their  Ditch  they  hid  a  Tyger's  Beard , 

And  Serpent's  Tooth  :  how ,  with  a  fqueaking  Voice , 

The  Witch  and  GhoJ}  difcours'd  ?  how  harlh  the  Noife  ? 

How ,  by  flow  Fires ,  the  waxen  Form  did  wafle :     SS 

And  fri^i  ted  I  reveng'd  my  feif  at  lafl. 

For  loud,  as  a  blown  Bladder  when  'tis  broke, 

I  iloutly  fir  ted  from  my  Arfe  of  Oak  j 

The  frighted  Witches  ftart  and  drop  for  fear 

Cartidia  Teeth,  and  Sagana  falfe  Hairs  60 

Away  their  Charms  and  poisonous  Herbs  were  thrown; 

E-ich  takes  her  ambh'ng  Switch ,  and  hafles  to  Town; 

Ic  would  have  made  you  fplit  to  fee  them  run. 
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S  A  T  Y  R    IX. 

7^e  Definition  of  an  Impertimnt  Fop  that  plagtCd 
Horace  in  his  Walk, 

AS  I  was  walking  rhro'  the  Streets  of  Rome , 
And  miifing  on  I  know  not  v/hat  nor  whom , 
A  Fop  came  up ,  by  Name  fcarce  known  to  me. 
He  feiz'd  my  Hand ,  and  cry'd ,  Dear  Sir  ,  how  dye  ? 
I  thank  you,  pretty  well  as  Times  go  novVj  f. 

All  Ha^finejs :  I  wilh  the  fame  to  you : 
But  when  he  followed  me ,  I  turned  and  cry'd  , 
What  farther  Bufmefs,  Sir?  And  he  reply'd  , 
What  don't y OH  knovo  me-,  Sir?  No  'faith:  TVhat ,  no? 
Come,  Horace,  hovo  you  jejl ,  I'm  fur  e  you  do  i  I.O 

^  Why  I'm  a  Scholar ;  Sir ,  I'm  glad  of  that , 
"Twill  make  me  prize  you  at  a  higher  rate: 
Uneafie  thus,  and  eager  to  be  gonej 
Somecimes  I  walk'd  but  flow,  now  fafler  on, 
My  Foot-boy  whifpcr'd  now  ,  and  now  I  flopt,       1/ 
Now  turn'd  about,  frill  fweating  'till  I  dropt: 
Ten  thoufand  time^  I  foftly  curs'd  my  Fate  3 
And  envyM  deaf  Holanus  happy  State :. 
Whilil  he ,  eternal  Clack ,  of  all  we  meet 
Said  fomething ,  praifing  Houfes ,  Town ,  and  Street :  20> 
But  when  he  faw  me  fo  uneafie  grown , 
And  anfwer  nothings   Sir ,  yon  would  be  gone , 
'But  faith ,  Dear  Sir  ,  voe  mufl  not  part  fo  foon  i 
7  lt>te  yonr  Company ,  77/  follow  fiill , 
J  mttfi  make  one ,  Dear  Sir ,  go  where  you.  will,.  3^i! 

'Ti^  too  much  trouble  for  you  ,  I  defign, 
Beyond  the  Bridge ,  to  fee  a  Friend  of  mine- 
Unknown  to  you,  your  kind  Attendance  fpare>. 
It  will  be  rude  to  trouble  you  fo  far. 
Sir  ,  I'm  at  leafnre ,  /  have  Time  to  fpends  30 

^i4  1 6an  ppalky  I'm  fur  e,  tofervc  a  Friend:. 
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f//^o:  And, thus  when  no  Releafe  appears > 

Like  an  overladen  Afs  I  hung  my  ears. 

Then  he,  Sir ,  if  I  don't  mijtake  my  Tarts  y 

Not  Varius  Wit  ^  nor  VKcus  great  Deferts  If 

Can  claim  your  Friendship  halffo  mmh  as  mine; 

Which  of  the  Wits  can  write  fo  Jmooth  a  Line, 

Which  more  than  /,  or  which  with  greater  eafe  ? 

'Tis  a'moji  natural  in  me  to  pleafe: 

Who  can  his  Limbs  to  fofter  motions  bring  f  4^ 

Hermogenes  might  envy  when  I Jing: 

And  then  he  ftopt  a  while,  and  I  put  in, 

Have  you  a  Mother ,  Sir ,  or  any  Kin 

That  wou'd  be  giad  to  fee  you  ?  /  have  none , 

For ,  thanks  kind  Stars ,  they  all  are  dead  and  gone,  4/ 

Oh  happy  they,  and  I  the  laft  remain! 

Come,  pray  Sir,  quickly  rid  me  of  my  Pain; 

For  now  the  fatal  Hour ,  the  time  is  come , 

Th^  Mid-wife  told  me  when  fhe  read  my  Doom ; 

She  turn'd  the  Sieve ,  and  faid ,  Nor  Sword,  nor  Cough, f® 

Nor  Poifon,  Plague,  nor  Charms  fhall  take  him  off: 

Nor  the  Catarrh,  nor  Flux,  nor  Pox  deftroy. 

But  an  eternal  Tongue  fhall  kill  the  Boy  , 

And  therefore  wou*d  he  have  his  Life  be  long, 

When  grown  a  Man  avoid  a  talking  Tongue.  j'f 

By  this  'twas  nine  a  Clock  or  fomewhat  pafl:. 

And  we  to  Vefia*s  Temple  came  ar  laft , 

And  there  that  Day  he  had  a  Gaufe  to  hear. 

And  was  to  lole  his  Suit  or  elfe  appear. 

Come  pray ,  Sir ,  as  yon  love  me ,  Jlop  a  while,  'So 

Faith ,  Sir ,  I  cannot  Itand  ,  nor  have  I  skill 

In  any  Point,  and  Pm  oblig'd  to  go;  '^ 

Well  then,  what  muji  I  leave  my  Caufe  ^  or  Tout  ^ 

Me  by  all  means  ;  No ,  hang  me  if  I  do:  ^ 

And  fo  marched  on  V  and  1  (with  one  too  ftrong        6f 

What  Man  can  ftrive?)  lookM  blank,  and  fneak'd  alon^. 

Mow  doth  M^cenas  [thence  his  Chat  began) 

JtjfcCfyoH  novo  1  Tm  are  the  [nbt'lefi  Man.^  ■ 
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T<m  vnaH  Hay  vohilfi  it  floines ,  hut  take  my  word. 
To  have  another  alvoays  near  rry  Lorrd-t  •     7^ 

jind  neoct  to  you  iu  Favour,  would  fecttre 
My  Lord's  good  Will,  and  maMeyour  Fortune  fure  : 
Fix  me  the  Man ,  and  let  them  do  their  befi , 
/*//  lay  my  Life  ont ,  you  {hall  rout  the  refi. 
Sir,  you  miftake,  that's  not  our  Courfe  of  Llfe>       If- 
We  know  no  Jealoufies,  no  Brawls ,  no  Strifes 
From  all  thofe  Ills  our  Patron'.  Houfe  is  free, 
None  ,  'caufe  more  Learn'd  or  Wealthy ,  troubles  me  s 
We  have  our  Stations ,  all  their  own  purfue . 
""Tis  Jlran^e ,  fcarce  credible:  And  yet  'tis  true:  80 

This  whets  my  WifJo ,  I'm  eager  for  a  Place :    ' 
J /hall  not  refi  'till  I  am  yiear  his  Grace  : 
Fray  ,  fand  my  Friend-,  Vm  fure  of  good  fuccefs  y 
He  may  be  wrought  on  ,  if  you  pleafe  to  prefs  : 
But ,  Sir ,  at  firft  he  is  of  hard  Accefs. 
Well,  when  Ouafionferves,  I'll  play  my  farty 
Til  fp  are  no  Co  ft  and  Charge ,  try  ev'ry  Aft , 
Mang  on  his  Coach ,  wait  on  him ,  all  I  can , 
'Bribe ,  Flatter ,  Cringe ,  but  Vm  refolv*d  to  gain  i 
^Tis  only  Lahur  ,  Sir ,  cm  raife  a  Man,  *^  ^o 

As  thus  he  talkM  ,  a  Friend  of  mine  came  by , 
Who  knew  the  Fellow's  humour  more  than  I. 
We  ftop'd,  and  talk'd  a  while,  as  Hqw  da'fi  da? 
Wrjcnce  came  you ,  Sir ,  I  pray  'i  And  whither  mw  ? 
Mean  v/hile  I  flirug'd,  a  thoufand  figns  I  Ihow'd,       QJ 
I  fqueez'd  his  Hand ,  and  did  what  e'er  I  cou'd , 
\  nodded ,  cough'd ,  and  wink'd  to  let  him  fee 
I  ftood  in  need  of's  help  to  {tt  me  frees 
He  3  cruel  Wag ,  tho'  knowing  my  Intent , 
Pretended  Ignorance  of  all  I  meant :  io« 

I  rag'd;  at  laft,  A  little  while  ago 
■jf,  Tou  hadfome  hufinefs  ^  pray  let's  have  it  wonp. 

I  mind  it  well ,  but ,  Sir ,  another  Day , 
My  bufmefs  calls  me  now  a  different  way  j 
^Tis  Holiday,  I  vifit  yonder  5hrine,  lOj 

And  mud  not  mix  Prophane  with  things  Divine ; 
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I  don't  wind  Holidays  j  but  Sir  I  do  , 

A  little  tender  confcienc'd ,  Sir ,  I  vow  , 

One  of  the  Crowd ,  I  go  to  Church  and  pray , 

Your  pardon,  Sir,  weMl  talk  another  Day •  IIQ 

Did  ever  fuch  unlucky  Beams  arife ! 

Ever  fo  black  a  Day !  Unkind  he  flies , 

And  leaves  me  gafping  for  a  little  Life, 

Juft  at  the  mercy  of  tbe  Butcher's  Knif j  : 

When  lo  his  Adverfary  cry'd.  Oh,  Oh!  iif 

Sir  Rafcal,  have  I  caught  you,  vohither  tiow? 

^rayy  Sir  3  bear  voitnefs^  Gladly  I  confent  j 

He's  forced  to  Court ,  and  I  as  freely  went : 

The  People  crowd  and  fiiout;  but  'midfl:  the  ilrife 

I  fcap'd,  and  fo  uipUo  fav'd  my  Life.    ,  120 


s  A  T  Y  R    X. 

I,  He  maintains  the  Cenfure  ^e  had  gi-ven  of  Luciliu^< 

2«  DiJcQurfes  of  Poetry,     3.  Satyr  is  his  proper 

Talent,     4.  He  is  content  voith  the  Praife 

of  the  befi  Jndgcs, 

I,  \TTELL5  Sir,  I  grant  I  faid  Lnciliu^  Mufe 
V  V     Is  uncorre<!:t ,  his  v/ay  of  Writing  loo£e » 

„  And  who  admires  him  fo  ,  what  Friend  of  his 

,,  So  blindly  partial  to  deny  me  this? 

5,  And  yet  in  the  fame  Page  1  freely  own ,  5 

„  His  wit  as  {harp  as  ever  ItllVd  the  Tov/nj 

But  this  one  fort  of  Excellence  allow'd , 

Doth  not  infer  that  all  the  reft  is  good : 

„  For  on  the  fame  Account  I  might  admit 

Laberim  Farce  for  Poems  and  for  Wit.  i.,0 

IL  Well  then  *tis  not  enough  to  pleafe  the  Crowds 

And  make  them  laugh,  to  prove  the  Poem  good; 

Yet  this  I  grant  a  fort  of  Excellence : 

Jie  muxt  be  ftiort ,  nor  muft  he  clo^;  his  Seafc 
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with  ufelefs  Words,  or  make  his  Periods  long,         is 
They  muft  be  fmooth,  and  fo  glide  o'er  the  Tongue;. 
And  fometimes  he  muft  life  a  graver  Stile , 
And  then  jocofe,  and  he  muft  laugh  a  while.. 
Now  like  an  Orator ,  a  Poet  now  , 
Their  different  Virtues,  and  their  Graces  (How;         zo 
Now  like  a  G era hnan  i  whofe  fine  Difcourfe 
DefignMlyieafie  is,  and  free  from  force, 
lnftru6tive  Mirth  ,  and  where  a  waggi/h  fneer 
Doth  hit  the  great  Ones  more  than  a  fevere. 
„  This  was  the  drift  of  all  our  Ancient  Plays,  i/. 

?i  In  this  they  may  be  foUow'd,  and  with  Praifc. 
But  thefe  Hermo^enes  (thofe  blundering  Heads) 
Sc2LVce  knows i  and  t'other  Ape-face  never  reads:- 
,  Poor  thick-skull'd  Sots  that  fing  a  Catch  or  two 
Krom  Caivm ,  and  that's  all  that  they  can  do.  go 

^y  ,  but  he*s  excellent ;  for  many  times 
He  mifcei  Greek  mth  Latine  in  hu  Rhi?nes„ 
Dull  Sots,  to  think  that  Po.try  and  Wit, 
Which  e'en  the  Rhedian  poor  Pitkoleon  writ. 
Ay,  but  the  Speech  thus  mtjc'd  is  neat  and  fine -i  ^y 

'Tii  fpceet  like  Latine  mix*d  roith  Greekifh  Wine. 
But  you,  Sir,  that  can't  think  this  Cenfure  true^ 
But  doat  on 'Lucille  I  appeal  to  you. 
Only  in  Verfe,  or  when  you  treat  of  Laws? 
Or  plead,  fupnofe,  PmV/wy  defp^rate  Caufe;.  40. 

Whiift  Pode  and  Corvin  eagerly  accufe , 
Would  you  this  mix'd ,  this  Mungrel  Language  ufe  : . 
As  'twere  forget  your  own,  2.nd  Greek  confound 
with  Latine ,  like  th'  Apulians  double  found  ? 
When  I,  a  Latin,  once  defign'd  to  write.  4.5*. 

Gri^ek  Verfes,  Romuluf  appear'd  at  Night; 
^T,was  after  twelve,  the  time  when  Dreams  are  true^ 
And  faid s . fFAj  Horace  ,  t^ohat  do'ft  mean  to.  do? 
^Tu  fnll  as  mad  the  Greeks  vafi  heaps  t'encreafe^ 
^s  'i-'ftf  to  carry  Water  to  the  Seas,  jO 

W'iiile-fwelliog  Alpin  in  his  lofty  way  >. 
Murders  poor  Mw/o^/  m  his  barbarous  PJayj 
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Or  awkardly  dcfcrlbcs  the  head  of  Rhine; 

This  plcafant  way  of  writing  Satyr's  mine. 

'Tis-not  for  Glory,  nor  to  pleafe  the  Age,  ST 

Nor  get  the  Bays ,  nor  often  tread  the  Stage. 

True  Comedy  Foiiddnus  only  writes , 

Pcllio  the  A£ts  of  Kings,  and  Noble  Fights  j 

Strong  Epic-Poems  Varim  beft  can  raife,  ^ 

And  P^irgii's  happy  Mufe  in  Eclogues  plays,  ^  ^3 

Natural ,  and  foft ,  and  juftly  wins  the  Bays  •  ' 

In  Satyrs  I ,  which  Varro  try'd  in  vain , 

And  others  too,  may  have  a  happy  ftrain; 

Yet  than  Lucilius  lefs  I  freely  own ,  y, 

I  would  not  itrive  to  blaft  his  juft  Renown,  ^^S> 

He  wears  and  beft  deferves  to  wear  the  Crown.     3 

Ay ,  but  I  faid  his  Fancy  muddy  ilow'd  , 

And  faulty  Lines  did  oft  exceed  the  good. 

Well,  Sir,  and  is  e'en  Homer  all  corre£ti 

Is  he.  Sir  Critick,  free  from  all  defed?  7^ 

Doth  not  LticiliHS,  Accim  Rhimes  accufe? 

And  blame  our  Ennim's  corre61:er  Mufe  ? 

For  too  much  lit^htnefs  oft  his  Rhimes  deride , 

And  when  he  talks  of  his  own  Verfe,  for  Pride? 

Then  what's  the  Reafon  that  his  Friend  repines,        75^ 

That  when  Tread  Lucilim  loofer  Lines , 

I  try  if  'tis  his  Subject  won't  permit 

More  even  Verfe,  or  if  'tis  want  of  Wit? 

But  now  if  any  is  content  to  chime,  -^ 

And  jult  put  naked  Words  in  Feet  and  Rhime  ,       >S45 

And  write  two  hundred  Lines  in  two  hours  time  ,  j 

As  Cajfim  did ,  that  full  o'er-flowing  Tide 

Of  Wit',  and  who  was  burnt,  (or  Fame  hath  ly'd) 

with  Piles  of  his- own  Papers  when  he  diy'A» 

Well  then  fuppofe  Lucilim  was  a  Wit,  8j 

His  Virtue's  more  than  Faults  in  what  he  writ , 

Gorre6ter  than  the  Older  Writers  own, . 

And  that  we  Satyr  owe  to  him  alone ,  > 

Siityr  a  Poem  to  the  Greeks  unknown  •-  '^'' 

I  7 
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Yer  did  he  now  again  new  Life  commence ,  "2  9^ 

He  would  corre£t ,  he  would  retrench  his  Senfe ,     V 
And  pare  off  all  that  was  not  Excellence ;  J 

Take  pains ,  and  often  when  he  Verfes  ilaade , 
Would  bite  his  Nails  toth'  quick  ,  and  fcratch  his  Head. 
When  you  defign  a  lading  Piece,  be  wife ,  9^* 

Amend,  Corre£fc  again,  again  Revife: 
Ne*er  feek  the  Crowd's  unthinking  Praife ,  delight 

I V.  That  few ,  and  j  udges ,  read  the  Verfe  you  write. 
Is't  thy  Ambition  ,  mean  unthinking  Fool, 
To  be  a  Claflick  thumb'd  in  ev'ry  School?  100 

That's  not  my  wiih ,  for  'tis  enough  for  me, 
As  hift  u^fbufcula  was  wont  to  fay , 
WeHy  well,  hifs  on,  for  Jince  I pleafe  the  befi y 
And  thofe  approve  me  well,  I  fcorn  the  refi. 
Why  fhould  I  vex  to  hear  Forititius  blame  1  os 

My  Poems  5  or  Demetrius  carp  my  Fame? 
Oi-  hungry  Tannim ,  at  Tigellius  Treat , 
Djfgrace  my  Verfe  to  get  a  little  Meat  ? 
Let  Plotlus ,  Varim ,  and  Macenas  Love , 
Let  Cafar ,  Virgil,  Falgiw  all  approve  no 

What  I  compofe  s  to  thefe  wou'd  I  cou'd  joyn  . 

The  i'ijCi,  and  MeJfaWs  learned  Line,  C 

And  PoUio ,  and  fome  other  Friends  of  mine,  j 

Whom  I  for  Modefly  forbear  to  name , 
My  good  Acquaintance  ail,  and  Men  of  Fame,  iij" 

And  praife  my  Lines ,  and  I  Hiould  grieve  to  know 
They  do  not  pleafe  them ,  as  I  hope  they  do. 
I  fcorn  Tigellius  i  and  Demetrius  noife. 
Dull  Block-heads ,  let  them  pipe  among  their  Boys , 
And  mind^their  Schools ;  Go  ,  Roger ,  quickly  run  ?  12,0 
Fur  this  into  my  Book ,  and  I  have  done. 


Th€  End  of  the  fiyfi  'Beck  ef  Satyrs* 
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The  Second  Book. 


SATYR    I. 

I,  He  advifeth  voith  his  Friend  what  he  {hail  Write,  2.  Hs 

concludes  that  his  Humour  is  for  Satyr,     3.  Will  hurt 

none  unprovoked,    4.  No  good  Men  have  reafon 

to  be  angry  at  Satynfts, 

1.    r-^ OME  fancy  I  am  bitter  when  I  jeer, 
^^  Beyond  the  Rules  of  Satyr  too  fevere ; 
*^^  Some,  that  my  Verfe  is  dull  and  flat,  and  fay, 
A  Man  may  write  a  Thoufand  fuch  a  day. 
what  Tnall  I  do ,  Trebatius  ?  Why  ,  give  o'er ,  ^ 

Thy  [cribling  hummr.  check  ,  and  write  no  more. 
The  Counfel's  good ,  and  oh  that  I  could  chufe  I 
But  I  can't  fleep  for  my  unruly  Mufe. 
W^y  then  (for  that  voill  lay  a  rambling  Head) 
Go  always  tird-,  or  elfe  go  drunk  to  'Bed,  lo 

tr  if  you  needs  mufi  write ,  go  raife  thy  Fame 
"By  Csefar'^  Warrs ,  for  that's  a  noble  Theme,  > 

And  that  will  get  thee  Wealth  and  an  Efieem^  "^ 

1  have  the  Will ,  but  when  I  ftrive  to  fly , 
My  Wing's  too  weak,  nor  can  I  rife  fo  high.  1/ 

For  'tis  not  ev'ry  one  can  paint  a  War , 
How  Iron  Armies  dreadful  gay  appears 
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The  Gain  falling  by  a  braver  force , 

Or  wounded  Parthiam  tumbling  from  their  Horfe. 

TeP  thou  ,  for  fuch  the  wife  Lucilius  y?3ow?V  zj 

Great  Scipio ,  may* ft  defcribe  him  jufi  and  good. 

Well ,  when  Occafion  ferves ,  my  Mufe  defigns 

To  try  that  way  i  but  my  unpolilhM  Lines,. 

Unlefs  by  chance  a  happy  Time  appears, 

Will  never  pafs  the  judging  C^far's  Ears ,  i^ 

Whom  if  you  try  to  ftroke,  he's  free  from  Pride, 

And  kicks  you  off,  fecure  on  ev^ry  fide  : 

And  this  is  better  than ,  with  railing  Rhimes , 

Tq  lajh  the  Faults  and  Follies  of  the  Times , 

Since  all  think  they  are  hit ,  and  all  refertt ,  5® 

And  hate  thee ,  tho*  perhaps  they  are  not  meant. 

1 1.  What  /hall  I  do  ? 
As  moft  Men  have  their  Humours,  I  have  mine, 
Milmim  dances  when  he's  full  of  Wine : 
FoUui^.  on  Foot,  on  Horfe-back  Caftor  fights  y  ^j 

As  many  Men ,  fo  many  their  Delights : 
I  love  to  rhime,  to  Satyr  lies  my  Wit, 
And  chufe  the  way  that  wife  Lucilius  writ: 
He  did  to's  Book,  as  to  a  trufty  Friend,. 
His  fecret  Virtues-,  and  his  Faults  commend ;  4© 

And  when  a  good  or  faulty  deed  was  done, 
He  trufted  them  with  that,  and  them  alone. 
And  hence  his  Books  do  all  his  Life  explains 
As  if  we.  faw  him  live  it  o'er  again . 
This  Man  I  imitate ;  but  what  I  am  45 

Faith  I  can't,  tell ,  nor  know  from  whence  I  came; 
For  whether  I  my  Birth  t'Appulia  owe,  ^^ 

Or  to  Lucania.,  faith  'tis  hard  to  know ,  ?■ 

Since  we  Venujians  live  between  thefe  two ; ..  ^ 

Plac'd  here,  as  Tales  of  Ancient  Fame  relate,        ^  50 
When  the  Sabelli  bow'd  to  ilronger  Fate ,  > 

On  this  fide. to  fecure  the. Roman  States  ^ 

Left  fierce  Appnlian  or  Lucanian  Arms , 
ShQu'd- take- them  unprovided  for  Alarms «■      j       ^-^ 


SATYR  I.    Lib.  H.        209 

III.  But  yet  this  Pen  of  mine  fhall  never  woamd   5/ 
If  unprovokM ,  yet  ffill  rii  keep  my  ground  , 
Ready  for  all  Aflaults ,  make  tliis  my  Guard  3 
And  iland  on  my  defence ,  and  be  prepared , 
As  with  a  Sword  ,  yet  fheath'd ,  but  never  draw 
Unlefs  afluulted ,  to  keep  Rogues  in  Awe.  ^  ^9 

Grant ,  bounteous  Heav'n ,  oh  grant  me  welcome  PeacC) 
Oh  grant  this  Sword  of  mine  might  ruft  in  Eafe  1 
Let  none  hurt  peaceful  me  with  envious  Tongue , 
For  if  he  docs  ,  he  fhall  repent  the  v/rong : 
The  warning's  fair,  his  Vices  /hall  be  fiiown?  €f 

And  Life  expos'd  to  all  the  cens'ring  Town  » 
Affronted  Cervius  threatens  Suits  of  Law, 
Canidla  Charms  to  keep  her  Foes  in  Awe  3 
And  Praetor  Turim  fliews  he  bears  a  grudge. 
If  thou  ilialt  plead  a  Caufe  when  he  is  Judge.  70 

Each  fights  with  that  with  which  he  can  prevail? 
And  powerful  Nature  thus  inilrudts  us  all. 
The  Wolves  with  Teeth, with  Horns  the' Bulls  begins 
And  whence,  but  from  a  fecret  Guide  within? 
Lee  Scxva  have  (for  this  he  counts  a  wrong)  75 

A  Mother,  that  he  thinks  will  live  too  longj 
HLs  pious  Hand  fliall  never  wound  her  Heart : 
No  wonder  this,  'tis  not  his  proper  Art.. 
A  Wolf  ne'er  kicks,  with  Teeth  a  Bull  ne'er  kills, 
But  (he  /hill  take  a  Dofe  of  poifon'd  Pills.  8<2) 

In  Ihort  then ,  whether  I  live  long  or  no  > 
Or  Rich ,  or  Poor ,  howe'er  my  Fortunes  go , 
Live  here  at  Rome ,  or  baniih'd  take  my  flight , 
Whatever  is  my  fbte  of  Life,  1*11  write.. 
Welli  Sir  ,  I  fee  your  Life  then  can't  be  long,.  8/ 

Same  great  oneit-i  faith,  will  fiop  your  railing  Tongue* 

1 V.  Flow ,  Sir  ,  Lncilius  that  did  firft  ingage^ 
In  writing  Satyrs,  and  that  la/h'd  the  Age, 
And  ftrip'd  our  Foplings  of  their  Lyons  Skin, 
In  which  they  look'd  fo  gay  ,  all  foul  within^  ^ 

Pid  L^elins ,  or  did  Scipio  hate  his  Mufe  ? 
Ox  ftorm>  when  he  Metellns  did  abufe? 
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The  Great-ones,  and  the  Crowd  did  difcommend. 

And  valued  Virtue  only,  and  her  Friend? 

No,  no,  they  treated  him,  and  thought  him  good,  9J 

And  when  removed  from  Bufmefs  and  the  Crowd , 

WouM  keep  him  Company ,  wou'd  laugh  and  jqH  , 

And  fport  uii|il  their  little  Meat  was  dreft. 

Whatever  I  am,  altho*  I  muft  fubmic 

To  wife  Lmilius,  in  Eftate  and  Wit,       .  i«o 

Yet  I  with  Great-ones  live ,  this  all  confefs , 

And  Envy ,  tho'  unwilling ,  grants  no  lefs. 

And  tho'  /he  thinks  mc  foft,  will  find  me  tough, 

And  break  her  Teeth,  for  i  have  ftrtfngth  enough i 

1  hope,  Trchatit.s^  this -you  grant  is  true.  loj 

Tes^  Sir,  hut  'tis  my  fiotf   Care  for  you  y 

^y  Love  that  makes  me  ghe yon  this  Advice  ^ 

Take  heedof  Sca-:da[,  Horace,  and  be  wife. 

Well ,  Sir  ,  if  any  wrongfully  derides , 

Then  let  him  fu.fFer  as  the  Law  provides i  no 

If  juflly,  mighty    ^/^r  is  his  Friend , 

He  loves  fuch  Poems ,  and  will  fuch  defend ; 

And  thus  if  you,  a  Man  of  fpotlefs  Fame , 

Shall  laih  another,  that  d-ferves  the  fhamej 

And  he  grows  mad,  indi£ls  or  fues  thee  for't,      i  ilj 

The  fooliOi  Aftion  /hall  be  turn'd  to  fport  j  > 

He  laugh'd  and  jeer*d  at ,  you  difcharg'd  the  Court.  ^ 
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5.  Tlie  profit  of  a  fpare  Diet,  2..  The  Difference  between 
that  and  fordid  Table,  3.  The  advantages  of  it  ^  in  ref^ 
pc6i  of  Mind  and  ^ody,  4..  Againfi  Luxury,  j.  Thrifty 
the  befi  fecttrity  againfi  Fortune, 

!•  TTQW  great  a  Virtue  'tis,  how  a  great  good, 
XjL  To  live  content ,  and  with  a  little  Food , 
(Thefe  are  not  mine,  but  wife  Ofellus  Rules , 
An  honeft  Man,  but  yet  unlearn'd  in  Schools) 
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Learn  not  when  full ,  or  when  a  fumptuous  Feaft ,       S 

With  {how  and  fight,  difturbs  the  eager  Gueft: 

Or  elfe  opprefs  and  leave  the  eafie  Mind ,  n 

Avcrfe  to  good ,  and  to  ill  Rules  inclined ,  ^ 

But  feek  with  me ,  before  that  thou^haft  din'd.  -^ 

jind  why  this  Caution?  Sir,   1*11  freely  tell,  lo 

Brib'd  Judges  ne'er  examine  Caufes  well : 

Go  take  fome  Exercife,  purfne  the  Chace, 

Or  Hunt,  ride  the  great  Horfe ,  or  run  a  Race, 

Handle  the  Roman  Arms ,  thofe  heavier  far 

Than  Grxcian  Toys,  or  elfe  go  throw  the  Bars  IS 

Or  play  at  Ball,  be  eas.er  at  the  fport. 

And  make  thy  Game  feem  pleafant ,  and  but  ihort. 

Now  when  this  Exercife  hath  made  thee  fweat,      i 

And  rais*d  rhy  Stomach,  and  thou  fain  wou'dft  eat,  ^ 

Then  fcorn  to  tafte  unlefs  'tis  dainty  Meat;  J  20 

When  thirfly,  then  at  common  Drink  repine. 

Nor  tafte  a  drop  but  of  the  nobleft  Wine. 

Befides  the  Butler's  gone  abroad  to  play , 

No  coftiy  Fiihes  cm  be  caught  to  day; 

The  Winds  defend  them ,  and  the  Seas  are  rough,      2j 

Then  Bread  and  Salt  will  pleafe  thee  well  enough. 

How  Jo?   And  frit  hee  how  can  this  be  done? 

Why,  Sir,  the  pleafure  that's  in  eating  known, 

Is  not  i'th'  Meat,  but  in  thy  felf  alone. 

Make  Exercife  thy  Sawce,  let  that  excite. 

For  fleamy  and  a  fqueafy  Appetite 

Nor  Trout,  nor  Tench  ,nor  Oyfters  qan  delight 

Yet  I  fhall  fcarce  perfwade  our  curious  Men , 

Let  me  advife ,  and  talk ,  and  talk  agen , 

Not  to  eat  Peacock,  rather  than  a  Hen.  ^  IS 

For  they  are  prejudic'd ,  becaufe  the  price 

Is  great ,  and  his  gay  Feathers  pleafe  the  Eyes : 

As  If  thofe  made  it  better  s  doft  thou  feaft  1 

On  thofe  prais'd  Plumes?  And  do  thofe  fill  thy  Gueft,  > 

Or  doth  it  look  as  gawdy  when  'tis  dreft  ?  -^40 

Then  fmce  Hens  flefh  is  quite  as  good ,  'tis  plain 

The  Peacock  is  prefeir'd  for's  gawdy  Train . 


It.    ^ 

i 
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But  grant  fome  difference  here ,  yet  how  doft  know 

If  this  fame  Pike  be  River  Fifh  or  no  ? 

Caught  here  in  Tyhtr ,  or  in  open  Seas  ?  4^ 

For  thou  doft  make  a  difference  too  in  thefe. 

Mad  Fool ,  thou  praifeft  Mullets  vaftly  great , 

Which  thou  muft  maOi ,   e'er  thou  can'ft  drefs  or  eat : 

The  Greatnefs  pleafes  then,  yet  all  diflike 

Some  bigger  FiHi,  and  fcorn  the  larger  Pike.  JO 

Pray  what's  the  Caufe  of  this?  Oh!  let  me  fee? 

Perhaps  becaufe,  as  Nature's  Laws  decree, 

One  ufualiy  is  fmall ,  the  other  great ; 

Men  feldom  hungry  fcorn  the  common  Meat. 

But,  fays  the  Glutton,  I  love  larger  Fiih,  $f 

It  looks  io  noble  in  a  Lordly  Diih. 

But  you ,  moift  Winds,  now  hear ,  be  kind  and  good . 

Corrupt  their  Meat,  and  tairt  their  coftly  Food: 

Tho'  'tis  but  newly  taken  taint  their  Bore , 

And  let  their  Rhombus  ftink  e'er  brought  to  Shore :  60 

When  Plenty  too  profufe  in  vain  invites , 

And  ftrives  to  raife  the  fqueamy  Appetites ; 

When  the  full  Glutton  ftrives  in  vain  to  eat , 

And  takes  fharp  Herbs  before  his  dainty  Meat. 

We  do  not  always  feed  on  Sole  and  Bore ,  *  6s 


we  ao  not  always  reea  on  ^oie  anu  x>uic,  *  v 

But  ufe  cheap  Eggs ,  and  Olives  mid'ft  our  ftore ,  V 
So  greateft  Feafts  have  fomething  that  is  poor.      J 

i 


greateit  f  ealts  have  lometrimg 
Fkft  Gallio's  Kitchin  infamous  did  grow 
For  drefling  Sturgeon ,  'twas  not  long  ago , 
What  had  the  Sea  then  fewer  Soles  than  now  ? 
No ,  but  the  Soles  did  then  fecurely  reft , 
Then,  nothing  did  but  Winds  and  Waves  moleft , 
And  the  poor  Stork  liv'd  fafely  in  his  Neft ; 
Until  a  Prxtor  taught  us  how  to  ufe 
Thefe  things ,  and  made  us  foolilhly  profufe :  7.S 

And  fo  if  one  would  bring  new  forts  of  Food , 
And  ftoutly  fay ,  a  roafted  Moor-hen's  good : 
Our  Fops  would  imitate ,  and  praife  his  Skill  r 
Our  Fops  that  are  fo  eafie  bent  to  111. 


} 
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II,  A  fordid  Table,  aud  a  thrifty  one,  "J  80 
Ofellm  thinks  diil;in£l ,  in  vain  they  fliun  > 
One  Vice  ,  that  to  the  other  madly  run  .  J 
Old  Aviden,  furnam'd  The  Dog,  eats  Sloes, 

And  Olives  five  Years  old ,  as  bad  as  thofe  . 

Thefc  are  his  Meat ,  and  all  the  Wine  he  drinks       8  j" 

Is  prick'd  and  foul ,  his  Oyl  corrupt ,  and  ftinks  : 

And  that  (when  very  fine ,  when  neatly  dreit , 

And  at  a  Birth-day,  or  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

When  he  would  be  profufe ,  and  Prodigal ) 

He  pours  himfelf  upon  his  little  Cale.  90 

Weil  then ,  vohat  voonld  you  have  a  Wife  Man  do  ? 

What  Table  keep  ?  you  have  fropos'd  me  two  j 

u^nd  which  9  Sir  ^  mtiji  I  imitate  of  thefe  ? 

The  choice  is  hard ,  and  it  is  hard  to  pleafe. 

5ir ,  he  lives  well  that  keeps  the  middle  State ,  ^f 

And  neither  leans  too  much  to  this ,  nor  that : 

^Such  when  he  bids  his  Slaves  do  this  and  this ,  "^ 

And  tasks  them  too,  as  ev'ry  Mafter  his,  V» 

Will  not  be  cruel  as  old  Alhjitius  is :  J 

Nor  yet,  like  iV^w'w^ ,  when  he  makes  a  Feaft,     "^  100 

With  coflly  Oyntment  will  he  wafii  his  Gueil ,      ^ 

For  that  too  is  a  fault ,  a  Vice  at  leaft.  J 

III.  Now  learn  what  good  attends  a  fparing  Meal » 
What  Pleafure,  and  what  Profit:  Firll  thou'rt  well, 
Thy  Health  improved,  thy  Body  free  from  pain 5    10$ 
But  now  that  Meat  confused  doth  hurt  a  Man> 

Thou  hafl  experience  ,  and  fufficient  proof; 

One  fingle  Dilh-  did  feed  thee  well  enough , 

Thy  Stomach  took  it,  but  when  boyl'd  with  ftew'd,* 

Flelli  mix*d  with  Filh  ,  the  indigefted  load  ^il« 

Is  turn'd  to  Gall  or  Flegm  ,  and  fpoils  the  Blood; 

Obferve  how  fickly  and  how  pale  the  Guells, 

How  difcompos'd  they  rife  from  fumptuous  Feafls  ? 

Befides ,  the  Body ,  by  the  wild  Excefs 

Enfeebled,  doth  the  nobler  Mind  opprefj,  iir 

It  clogs  it,  and  it  makes  its  motions  dull, 

And  fixes  here  the  breath  of  Heav'n  >  the  Soul  \ 


■} 
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The  Others  go  to  Bed,  jail  clofe  their  Eyes,        "\ 
Such  little  fiumber  Nature's  wants  fupplies ,  > 

Then  vigorous  to  their  proper  bufmefs  rife.  J  120- 

Yet  thofe  can  have  their  fparing  Ivleals  increas'd         "J 
On  Holidays,  or  v/hen  they  treat  a  Gueft,  ^ 

Or  would  indulge ,  and  when  they  pleafe  to  Feaft.     J 
Befidcs  J  old  Age  will  come ,  and  that  muft  crave 
A  fofter  treatment  far  than  Youth  (hou'd  have:       izf 
But  thou ,  when  Sicknefs  comes ,  or  feeble  Age , 
In  vain  dofl  hope ,  fond  Tonth ,  to  calm  their  Rage , 
By  fofter  Ufage ,  fmce  thou  dofl  enjoy 
The  foftefl ,  while  a  young  and  vigorous  Boy. 
The  Ancients  did  commend  their  flinking  Bores,    150 
Yet  not  but  that  their  Smell  was  good  as  Ours , 
But  'caufe  they  thought  it  better  far  to  flay , 
(That  was  the  thriftier,  and  the  nobler  way) 
And  keep  it  'till  their  tardy  Guefl  was  come. 
Than  eat  it  fweet,  and  by  themfelves  at  home:       155* 
Thefe ,  thefe  were  Heroes ,  thefe  were  gen'rous  Men, 
And  oh  that  Nature  had  produced  me  then ! 
IV.  Dofl  thou  regard  thy  Fame ,  which  charms  our  E^rs  j 
With  fofter  Mufick  than  the  fweetefl  Airs  ? 
Take  heed,  luxurious  Living  ruins  that,  143 

And  wafles  thy  Name  as  much  as  thy  Eflate : 
It  makes  thy  Neighbours  angry,  Friends  diflrufl. 
And  thee  thy  felf  unto  thy  felf  unjuft , 
When  thou  /halt  wifh  for  Death,  of  all  bereft. 
And  not  enough  to  buy  a  Halter's  left.  i^j* 

»Tii  true ,  to  fome  this  is  a  jufi  Reproofs 
This  may  be  [aid  to  Tarfus  well  crmigh ; 
"But  not  to  me  i  I  am  fecure  from  Fate  ,  "> 

For  my  Reverms's  large  ,  my  Wealth  is  great ,  .S. 

Enough  to  keep  three  K^ngs  ^  a  vaji  EJiate,  J  ijf^ 

Then  is  there  no  way  elfe  to  fpend  thy  Store  ? 
Why  fmce  thou'rt  Rich ,  is  any  good  Man  poor  ? 
Why  are  not  ruin'd  Shrines  rebuilt?  And  why 
Doth  not  thy  Wealth  thy  Neighbours  wants  Supply  > 
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Or  hath  thy  Country  this  fuperfluous  Coin?  15J 

What  meafure  hath  it  from  this  Heap  of  thine  ? 
Kind  Fortune  ftill ,  forfooth ,  fliall  fmile  on  thee , 

0  future  Sport  unto  thine  Enemy ! 
And  which  is  better  able  to  endure 

Uncertain  Chance?  And  v/hich  lives  moft  fecure?  x6^ 

He  that  doth  never  Fortune's  Smiles  diftruft , 

But  pampers  up  fiimfelf,  -and  feeds  his  Lull? 

Or  he  that  lives  on  little  now,  and  '^ares; 

And  wifely,  when  'tis  Peace,  provides  for  Wars? 

But  by  one  Inftance  to  confirm  this  Truth ,  1^5- 

1  knew  Ofelltis  when  I  was  a  Youth  j 

Then  he  was  rich,  yet,  'midft  his  greateft  Store 5 

He  liv'd  as  now ,  iince  Rapine  made  him  poor ; 

Now  you  may  fee  him ,  with  his  Wife  and  Son, 

Till  that  Eftate  for  Hire  which  was  his  own;  170 

He  ploughs ,  he  fweats  ,  and  iloutly  digs  for  Bread , 

Contented  flill,  and  as  he  wrought,  he  faid, 

On  working  Days  I  never  us'd  to  eat 

But  Cale  and  Bacon ,  that  was  all  my  Meat ; 

But  when  an  old  and  honeft  Friend  of  mine,  175* 

Or  elfe  my  welcome  Neighbours  came  to  dine; 

When  it  was  rainy ,  or  my  Work  was  done , 

We  feafted  not  on  coftly  Fiih  from  Town  3 

But  took  what  I  could  eafily  provide 

From  my  own  Field,  a  Pullet,  or  a  Kid:  i8a 

And  then  for  fecond  Courfe  fome  Grapes  were  prefl  5 

Or  Nuts ,  and  Figs ,  and  that  was  all  my  Feaft : 

And  after  this  we  drank  a  Health  or  two , 

As  far  as  harmlefs  fober  Mirth  would  go; 

And  then  thank'd  Ceres  for  our  prefent  Cheer,        iSj* 

And  bc;;M  a  plenteous  Crop  the  following  Year : 

And  now  let  Fortune  frown ,  I  fcorn  her  Force, 

How  can  Ihe  make  our  way  of  living  worfe  ? 

Have  we  not  had  enough  fmce  we  grew  poor ,    "^ 

Have  we  liv'd  worfe,  rny  Sons  -,  than  heretofore,  ^19^ 

Before  a  Stranger  came  and  feii'd  my  Store  >      j 


zi6       SATYR  III.    Lib.  II. 

For  Nature  doth  not  me  or  him  create, 
The  proper  Lord  of  fuch  and  fuch  Eftate  : 
He  for c'd  us  out,  and  doth  poflefs  my  Plains 
Another  Cheat  {hall  force  him  out  again ,  i^j 

Or  Quirks  in  Laws  or  when  thofe  Fears  are  paft, 
His  long-liv'd  Heir  fhall  force  him  out  at  laft : 
That  which  was  once  Ofeilus  Farm  is  gone , 
Now  call'd  Umbrena's ,  but  'ris  no  Man's  own : 
None  hath  the  Property ,  it  comes  and  goes ,  2.0® 

As  merry  Chance,  or  ilubborn  Fates  difpofe, 
As  God  thinks  fit,  and  his  firm  Nods  decree, 
Now  to  be  usM  by  Others ,  now  by  me  : 
Then  live  refolv'd  ,  my  Sons,  refufe  to  yield , 
And  when  Fatesprefs  make  Conilancy  your  Shield.ic/ 
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z.  The  Stoichs  chide  him  for  kis  Lazinefs,  z.  According  tt 
the  Stoicks  Opnion  all  are  mad,  3,  The  Covetcm  are 
mad,  4.  The  u^mbitiotts,  5-.  The  Spend-thrifts,  6,  Lo" 
"jers,  7,  The  Su^erjiitious*  8,  Concerning  his  oven  Hn- 
monr, 

I.  "^^OU  write  fo  feldom ,  fcarce  four  Sheets  a  Year  > 

X     A  Jazy  Writer ,  but  a  Judge  fevere ! 
Still  mending,  and  reviling  ev'ry  Line, 
Still  vext  that  after  all  thy  Sleep  and  Wine, 
Yet  nothing  comes  that  doth  appear  to  be  5 

Worth  piiblick  View :  What  will  become  of  thee? 
Vou  her«  at  Winter's  firll  Approach  did  come, 
And  left  the  Mirth,  and  drunken  Feafls  Oi  Rome: 
Then  fober  now  write  fome-thing  as  you  vow'd. 
Write  fomething  that  may  make  thy  Promife  good.  10 
Begin,  nought  comes,  thou  doil  in  vain  accufe 
Thy  Paper,  Pen,  and  Ink,  and  angiy  Mufej 
And  yet  you  feem'd  to  promife  fomething  great, 

If  e'er  you  came  to  your  warm  Country  Seat. 

Why 
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Why  comes  Menander  y  Plato  j  Sophocles?  "^  rf 

And  why  fuch  learned  Company  as  thefe  ?  ^ 

If  thou  defign'ft  to  fpend  thy  time  in  Eafe  ?  J 

What ,  wilt  thou  write  no  more ,  to  live  exempt 
From  Envy?  Blockhead,  thou  (halt  meet  Contempt: 
The  Siren  Sloth  thou  muft  refolve  to  fliun ,  Z9 

Or  lofe  that  Fame  thy  better  Life  has  won. 
Thanks ,  Damafippus  ,  thou  art  grave ,  and  wife  ?  T 

^nd  let  the  Gods  hejioto  {*tis  a  fmall  Price)  ^ 

^  Xarber  on  thee  for  thy  good  Advice:  J 

XBut  how  came  you  to  know  my  Mind  fo  well?  2.5* 

Why  once  I  traded  'till  my  Stock  was  gone ,  "| 

And  now  I  mind ,  as  here  I  live  in  Town ,  ^ 

Others  Concerns ,  fmce  I  have  loft  my  own  •  J 

For  heretofore  I  drove  a  mighty  Trade 
In  ancient  Pieces,  knew  what  Piece  was  made         j^ 
By  fuch  an  Artift ,  and  cou'd  tell  what  part 
Was  rudely  drawn ,  and  what  agreed  with  Art . 
Then  fold  them  dear ,  I  had  the  only  Skill 
To  pur  chafe  Lands ,  and  with  Advantage  ftill. 
And  hence  among  the  Crowd  my  Name  was  known^is 
The  Mercury  ,  the  Trader  of  the  Town , 
All  this  I  know ,  and  wonder  now  to  view 
The  Change:  Why ,  Sir,  a  Fancy  ftrangely  new 
Hath  cur'd  the  old ;  Thus  from  another  Part , 
As  Head  or  Side ,  Pain  falls  into  the  Heart.  4<i 

1 1.  Thus  this  Lethargick  fometimes  leaves  his  Bed , 
In  frantick  Fit ,  and  breaks  the  Do61:or*s  Head. 
Well,  Sir ,  fuppofeyon  hen*t  as  mad  as  he , 
And  beat  me  too ,  be  what  yott  pleafe  to  be, 
.Good  Sir ,  do  not  deceive  your  felf ,  for  you ,  4/ 

And  all ,  if  what  Stertinius  fays  be  true , 
Are  mad :  He  taught  me  this  when  firft  he  cheer*d 
My  drooping  Mind ,  and  bad  me  wear  this  Beard. 
For  when  by  Trading  I  was  quite  undone , 
This  Bridge  I  mounted  and  refolv'd  to  drown :         j*® 
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But  he(thus  Chance  would  have  it  for  myGood)flood  near^ 

And  in  a  lucky  time  cry'd,  Youth,  forbear. 

'Tisfoolifli  Modefty  that  makes  Thee  dread, 

Amongil  Mad-men  to  be  accounted  Mad  : 

For  firil  inquire  what  Madnefs  is ,  and  fee  sf 

If  ev'ry  Man  be  not  as  mad  as  thee, 

Altho'  they  look  fo  grave,  and  feem  fo  wife. 

Then  go  and  hang  thy  felf ,  that's  my  Advice. 

He  who's  to  Folly,  or  to  Vice  inclin'd, 
Or  whom  dark  Ignorance  of  Truth  doth  blind ,         60 
The  Stoicks  call  him  mad  s  thus  ev'ry  one ,  "> 

Whether  he  holds  the  Plough  ,  or  Els  the  Throne,    )> 
Is  counted  mad ,  but  their  Wife-man  alone.  J 

.  Some  call  thee  mad ,  but  thofe  that  call  thee  fb , 
Obfervc ,  I'll  prove  them  quite  as  mad  as  you :  6s 

As  Men  that  lofe  their  Ways  in  Woods,  divide; 
Some  go  on  this,  and  fbme  on  t'other  fide, 
The  Error  is  the  fame ,  all  mifs  the  Road , 
Altho'  in  different  Quarters  of  the  Wood. 
Thus,  as  they  call  thee,  think  that  thou  art  mad;     7^ 
But  thofe  that  call  thee  fo  are  quite  as  bad. 
For  firft,  one  fort  of  Madnefs  is ,  to  fear 
When  nothing  frights,  and  when  no  Danger's  near; 
As  if  when  on  an  even  Field  he  goes , 
He  fliou'd  complain  that  Flames  and  Rocks  oppofe.  75- 
Others,  altho'  through  different  ways  they  run,  "^ 

Are  quite  as  Mad ,  for  they  rulh  boldly  on ,  S 

Thro'  Flames  ,  and  boiflerous  Seas  to  be  undone.      J 
And  tho'  his  Miitrefs ,  Sifter ,  Father ,  Wife 
Should  cry.  Ah  Dear  ^  be  cautious  of  thy  Life;  8g 

Jjcok^  there's  a  Ditch ,  take  heed:  He  hears  no  more 
Than  drunken  Furim  did ,  when  heretofore 
He  a6^ed  Hecuba ,  a  lazy  Drone , 
He  fell  afleep  ,  and  flcpt  fecurcly  on , 
Nor  cou'd  be  wak'd,  tho'  Catien's  Voice  did  rage,  %§ 
And  Mother,  hear,  I  call  thee,  crack'd  the  Stage; 
Now  grant  this  Madnefs,  I  defign  to  {how. 
If  this  Man's  mad,  then  all  the  World  is  ioo 
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Firft  Damaffppus*s  mad,  becaufe  he  buys  "^ 

Old  Statues ,  true ,  for  what's  more  plain  than  this  ?  ^  90 

Is  he  that  trufts  him  fober  ?  Grant  he  is  :  J 

Suppofe  here  take  this  Sum  of  Gold ,  I  faid , 

I  never  do  expert  to  be  repaid , 

Are  you  mad  if  you  take  it  ?  No ,  but  more 

If  you  neglect  this  eafie  offer 'd  Store.  ^f 

For  twenty  Bonds  on  cheating  Nereus  draw, 

'Tis  not  enough,  add  all  the  chains  of  Law 

Cicuta  can  invent  to  hold  him  faJft, 

This  Proteus  will  avoid  thefe  Bands  at  laft; 

This  Proteus  Pebtor ,  for  when  e*er  you  bring  ic* 

Your  A6fcion ,  he's  a  Stone  ,  or  any  thing , 

A  Bore ,  a  Bird ,  a  Tree  ,  he  will  efcape , 

And  Hill  deride  thee  in  a  borrowM  fliape. 

Now  if  he's  mad  that  waftes ,  and  fober  he 

That  gets,  Petillus  is  more  mad  than  thee,  105° 

'Who  trufts  thee  fo ,  and  lets  his  Stock  decay , 

By  lending  more  than  you  defign  to  pay. 

Sit  ftill  and  hear ,  thofe  whom  proud  Thoughts  do  fwefi, 

Thofe  that  look  pale  by  loving  Coin  too  well  i 

Whom  Luxury  corrupts,  or  fancy'd  Fears  ii* 

Opprefs ,  and  empty  fuperftitious  Cares ; 

Or  any  other  Vice  difturbs ,  draw  near , 

I'll  prove  that  all  are  mad ,  fit  ftill ,  and  hear. 

III.  Firft  give  the  Covetous  the  largeft  Dofe^ 
Of  Hellebore  ,  or  rather  let's  fuppofe  ^  i  ^  5 

That  whole  Antkyra  is  dellgn'd  for  thofe.  J 

Saberius  Heirs  did  write  upon  his  Grave , 
How  much  he  left ,  what  Legacies  he  gave  , 
Or  they  muft  give  ,  as  he  by  Will  allow' d ,       "^ 
Two  hundred  Fencers  to  delight  the  Crov/d ,     S  izm 
And  coftly  Treats  as  great  as  Arms  wou'd ,      J 
And  Corn  as  much  as  Afric  yields  a  Year ;  "^ 

J^ow  whether  this  be  well ^  or  illy  forbear  ^ 

Tq  cenfurc  me ,  ^ind  be  not  too  fever c :  J 
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For  Saherus ,  I  think ,  was  wife  enough  l^^ 

To  know  that  he  deferv'd  and  fearM  Reproof: 
What  did  he  mean  when  he  hU  Heir  injun^d , 
To  write  on*s  Tomb  how  much  he  left  behind? 
Why  whilft  he  livM  he  thought  the  being  Poor 
Was  heinous,  and  avoided  nothing  mores  150 

And  fiiould  be  guilty  of  a  damn'd  Excefs , 
If  he  had  left  behind  one  Farthing  lefs. 
For  Honour,  Virtue,  Fame,  and  all  Divine 
And  human  Things ,  muft  follow  charming  Coin ; 
And  he  that  gets  but  that,  is  any  thing,  i^^" 

Whatever  he  pleafe,  Juft,  Valiant,  Wife,  a  King. 
And  this  he  thought ,  like  virtuous  A^s ,  wou'd  raife 
His  Fame ,  and  get  him  an  Immortal  Praife. 
This  was  his  Thought  of  Wealths  how  far  from  this 
Did  Arlftippus  think  and  do  with  his  ?  i^O 

Who  bad  his  Slaves ,  as  he  o'er  Lybia  pafi , 
Leave  all  his  Wealth  ,  becaufe  it  ftopt  his  hafle. 
Which  was  moji  madf  Sir,  that  Example's  vain, 
That  folves  old  Doubts  by  raifmg  more  again. 
He  that  buys  Harps ,  and  throws  his  Wealth  awayi45' 
On  Pipes ,  yet  never  does  defign  to  play  : 
He  that  buys  Awls ,  and  Lafts ,  yet  doth  not  know , 
And  ne'er  defigns  to  try  to  make  a  Shoes 
Or  Ships,  and  Oars,  yet  is  averfe  to  Trade, 
All ,  and  there's  Reafon  for't ,  wou'd  count  him  Mad.i  jo 
And  what's  he  better,  that  jftill  ftrives  for  more,     ") 
^  Still  heaps  up  Wealth ,    yet  cannot  ufe  the  Store ,  *    > 
But  fears  to  touch,  as  if  'twere  Sacred  Ore,  J 

He  that  all  Night  lies  ftretch'd  on  heaps  of  Wheat, 
And  watches  what  he  does  not  dare  to  Eat,  15^ 

With  Bill  in  Hand  s  yet  after  all  this  pain , 
Tho'  'tis  his  own ,  he  cannot  touch  a  Grain. 
But  ftill  on  Haws  ,  and  bitter  Herbs  doth  Dine  s         -^ 
And  tho*  his  Cellar's  ftor'd  with  racy  Wine, 
Drinks  Vinegars  and  tho'  extreamly  old,  ii% 

Yet  lyQs  on  Straw,  or  Flocks,  and  lyes  i-coldi 
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Whllft  his  embroIderM  Silks  ,  and  coftly  Cloaths , 
Lye  rotting  in  his  C hefts  ,  and  feed  the  Moths .  ^^ 

Yet  few  do  think  thefe  Mad ,  for  moft ,  like  thefe , 
Are  fick  and  trou!bled  with  the  fame  Difeafe:  i6^ 

What  doft  thou  keep  it  for  thy  fquandring  Boy, 
Or  for  thy  Slave ,  old  ChufF,  and  ne'er  enjoy  ? 
,He*ll  drink  it  out ,  and  prove  a  mad  Gallant  s 
Or  doft  thou  keep't  left  thou  thy  felf  fhould'ft  want  ? 
Oh  Fool!  how  little  would  thy  Mony  wafte ,     ")  i/^ 
If  thou  on  better  Gale  and  Oil  didft  Feaft  ? 
Wore  better  Gloaths  ,  and  wert  more  neatly  dreft 
If  thou  canft  live  upon  this  little  Store, 
Why  doft  thou  fwear  ,  and  lie,  and  cheat  for  more? 
And  are  you  Sober  ?  If  you  walk'd  the  Street,       175* 
Throw  Stones ,  and  fight ,  and  juftle  all  you  meet , 
Or  ftab  your  Slaves ,  you  wou*d  be  quickly  known  > 
Call'd  mad  by  ev'ry  Boy  and  Girl  i*th*  Town  • 
Now  thou  doft  hang  thy  Wife,  and  give  a  Pill 
To  thy  own  Mothers  art  thou  Sober  ftill  ?  180 

For  why?  Thou  doft  not  do  this  impious  Deed,      ") 
At  ^rgos  Town ,  nor  doft  thou  make  her  bleed ,      ^ 
With  a  fliarp  Sword  ,  as  mad  Orefiex  did.  J 

And  doft  thou  think  Orefles ,  heretofore ,  *J 

After  he  ftain'd  his  Sword  in's  Mother's  Gore,   ViS^y 
Grew  mad  alone ,  and  was  not  mad  before  ?        J 
Yet  after  that ,  when  you  fuppofe  him  Mad  , 
What  did  he  do  ?  And  were  his  A6tions  bad  ? 
What  did  he  do ,  that  you  dare  difcommend  ? 
He  neither  ftabb'd  his  Sifter ,  nor  his  Friend ,         19a 
But  only  as  his  Frenzy  forcM ,  did  call 
One  Rogue ,  the  other  Witch ,  and  that  was  all. 

Opimins ,  that  old  Chuff,  and  richly  poor. 
Who  wanted  e'en  the  Wealth  he  had  in  ftores 
That  on  Feaft-days  did  meaneft  Wine  provide         i^/ 
In  Earthen  Jugs ,  and  Lees  on  all  befide ', 
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I^ay  in  a  Lethargy ,  all  hope  was  gone ,  ^ 

And  now  his  joyful  Heir  ran  up  and  down ,  > 

And  feizM  the  Keys  and  Chefts  as  all  his  own.        J 

This  the  kind  Doaor  faw ,  and  this  defign         1 ; 

He  usM  for  Cure,  he  brought  a  Table  in,  > 

And  orderM  feme  to  tumble  o'er  his  Coin :        J 

This  rousM  him,  then  he  cries.  Sir  you're  undone. 

Wake  Sir,  and  Watch,  or  elfe  your  Mony's  gone: 

Tour  Heirs  will  feize  it:  What,  While  I'm  alive '^  20/ 

Then  wake  and  /how  it.  Sir,  come,  come  revive. 

What  muji  Ido?  Eat,  Sir:  What,  are  you  loath? 

I'ray ,  take  this  Httle  DilH  of  Barley  Broth. 

fVhat  doth  it  cofi?  Not  much  upon  my  Word. 

now  much  pray?  Why,  Two  Groats:  Tv^o  GroatslOh  Lord! 

*Tis  the  fame  thing  to  me  to  be  undone 

%  Thieves,  or  Phyfick;  DoSior ,  Pit  have  none. 

Who's  Sober?  He  that's  not  fooIiOi ,  that's  my  Rule. 

What  is  the  Covet ms  ?  Both  Mad  and  Fool. 

Suppofr  I  am  not   Covetous  ^  am  I  21  c 

Streight  Sober?  Noi  Why  Sir?  I'll  tell  thee  why: 

Suppofe  the  Doaor  fays,  this  Patient's  Thighs 

Are  free  from  pain,  what  may  he  therefore  rife? 

No,  tho'  his  Thighs  are  free,  yet  violent  Pains  < 

May  vex  his  Side,  his  Kidneys,  or  his  Brains.      220 

So  this  Man  neither  covets ,  nor  forfwears , 

He  is  not  perjur'd,  let  him  thank  his  Stars  s 

But  he  is  Lavi/h ,  he  is  Bold  and  Proud , 

Then  to  Anticyra  let  him  crofs  the  Flood  : 

For  'tis  as  great  a  Fault  to  be  profufe,  22  f 

As  'tis  to  gtt,  and  keep ,  and  never  ufe. 

Opditis  did  ,  as  Story  goes ,  divide 
His  Farms  between  his  Sons  before  he  dy'd ; 
An'd  faid ,  and  as  he  faid  he  gravely  fmil'd , 
My  Aulns ,  I  obferv'd  thee  from  a  Child  s  230 

And  when  I  faw  thee  carelefs  of  thy  Toys , 
And  free  to  give  thy  Nuts  to  other  Boys : 
And  you ,  Tiherius ,  tell  them  o'er  and  o'er  , 
And  hoard  them  up,  aad  U\  encreafe  thy  Store: 
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I  fcar'd  both  mad,  wouM  different  Vices  chufe,     235 

And  one  be  Covetous  >  and  one  Profufe. 

Therefore  I  charge  you  both,  by  all  that's  dear, 

As  you  my  Bleiling  love ,  and  Curfes  fear > 

That  neither  you  encreafe  your  fmall  Eflate » 

Nor  you  confume ,  but  live  content  on  that  s  240 

For  that  will  all  your  proper  Wants  fupply , 

And  Nature  thinks  enough  as  well  as  I. 

And  left  you  be  Ambitious,  hear  my  Oath, 

Obferve,  I  leave  this  Curie  upon  you  both : 

He  that  of  you  fhall  be  <L/EdUis  firfl: ,  245* 

Or  clfe  a  Prator  ,  let  him  be  accurfl:  i 

What  would'ft  thou  wafte  thy  Wealth  ?  ipend  ev'ry  Groat 

To  Bribe  the  heedlefs  Crowd  3  and  get  their  Vote  ? 

That  when  thy  Father's  Lands  j  his  ancient  Rent , 

And  all  the  Mony  he-  hath  left ,  is  fpent  3  25-0 

Poor  naked  Mad-man ,  thou  may'fl:  only  gain 

A  Brazen  Statue,  or  a  gawdy  Train  : 

Or  be  as  fam'd  (thus  once  the  foolifh  Afs 

Would  be  a  Lyon)  as  great  ylgrippa  was  ? 

IV.  Great  Agamemnon  ^  why  did  you  forbid  z^S 

A  Tomb  for  Ajax  ?  TVhy  ?  'Becatife  I  did: 
I  am  a  K^ng ,  xohat  I  Command  is  right , 
Andjuft,     Well,  I  a  private  Man  fubmit: 
Tet  if  I  feem  nnjuft  ,  and  too  fever e , 
Let  any  fpeak  ,  and  I  will  fairly  hear.  %6o 

Great  King,  may'il  thou  a  happy  Reign  enjoy, 
And  have  a  fafe  Return  from  conquered  Troy! 
And  may  I  freely  ask  ,  and  anfwer  thee? 
ThoK /halt  i  fpeak  what  thou  vpilt  ^  thon  may^fl  he  free. 
Then  why  doth  j^j ax 3  he  the  Stout,  the  Brave,  *]  16s 
And  who  fo  oft  the  Grecian  Ships  did  favc 
Achilles  Second,  roc  without  a  Grave? 
That  joyful  Troy  and  Priam  laugh  to  fee , 
That  He,  by  whom  their  Youth ,  that  mighty  He 
Is  now  dcny'd  himfelf  a  Grave  by  thee  ? 
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*ny  ?  He  Jim  Flocks  of  Sheep  o'er  all  the  Field  1 

■^d^hen  in's  frantick  Fits ,  he  thought  he  kill'd,         ( 

ify  -Brother,  Me,  Ulyffes;  mdhefmil'd;  f 

And  you    when  you  yonr  lovely  Daughter  led 

To  Sacrifice ,  and  o'er  her  weeping  Head  , , , 

1^  pour'd  the  Salt  and  Meal .  was  fober  ffiU  >         ? 

W>y  not?  When  frantick  ^ja^  ftrove  to  kill   '  ( 

The  innocent  Flocks,  how  was  the  Aftion  ill >  f 

He  curft  the  both  ^*r/V«  much 'tis  true  >  T    "^ 

But  never  e'en  upon  VlyJTes  drew ,  Co. 

Nor  W,fe,  nor  Innocent  Son,  nor  Brother  flew  J 

Bm  I  to  get  a  fVmd  apfe^s'd  the  God, 

^have  ny  Navy  fail  I  offered  -Blood. 

Thy  own  Blood,  Frantick,  'twas  that  did  atone- 

^^  ««r« ,  but  yet  not  Frantick  ,  tho'  my  o«,„  ■  ,  ,>. 

He  that  Ihall  take  apparent  Good  with  Bad  . 

Confus  dly  mix'd,  muft  be  accounted  Mad. 

And  'tis  all  one ,  whate'er  thefe  Crimes  begin , 

Whether  'tis  Rage  or  Folly  makes  him  fin. 

Whilft  ^ja^  kills  the  harmlefs  Flocks  you  blame,  290 

He's  mads  whilft  thou  defign'dly  Cn'ft  for  Fame,    ^ 

And  empty  Titles,  art  thou  not  a  Fool> 

Art  fober,  whiUt  Ambition  fwells  thy  SouI> 

If  oneftould  bear  a  Lamb  about  the  Town,'  / 

Allow  her  a  Sedan ,  and  gawdy  Gown ,  ^.^ 

Call  her  ks  Daughter,  Slaves  and  Gold  provide. 

And  a  ftout  Husband  for  the  youthful  Bride, 

The  Law  would  feize  that  Wealth  he  wildly  fpends 

And  g.ve  It  to  the  Care  of  fober  Friend,.        ^ 

And  he  that  kills  his  Daughter  for  a  Lamb .  ,oe 

Canft  thou  protend  him  Sober  ?  Oh,  for  ihame. 

InTJ  rV*'"''  ™'^'  S"'''^  M^dnefs  rules. 
And  Wicked  Men  muft  needs  be  Frantick  Fools; 
He  muft  be  Mad  that  courts  an  empty  Name , 
A  very  Bedlam  he ,  that's  Slave  to  Fame.  ,of 

V.  Now  next  the  foolift  Spend-thrift's  cafepropofe, 
That  he  IS  Mad  e'en  common  Reafon  Ihowsi 
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The  Squire  when  come  of  Age ,  he  takes  his  Land , 

Amaz'd  with  Wealth ,  be  fends  his  ftri£t  Command , 

'Be't  known  to  All  that  I  have  an  Eflate ,  "}  3^^ 

jind  therefore  let  the  Pimps  and  Trade  [men  ivMt 

To  Morrow  Morning  early  at  my  Gate: 

What  then  ?  A  thoufand  come  at  his  Defire , 

And  thus  the  crafty  Fimf  befpeaks  the  Squire  j 

We're  Proud  to  ferve  yen  ^   Sir  ,  and  all  that's  Ours  3  315 

Thrice  noble  Squire ,  fend  when  you  pleafe  'tis  Tours, 

And  thus  the  eafie  Squire  replies  again. 

Good  honeft  Men  >  you  take  a  World  of  Pain  : 

Tm  watch  in  Snow  to  catch  a  "Bore  for  Me , 

And  you  fifh  for  Me  in  the  boijierous  $ea  r  3i« 

IVhilfi  Vm  a  Drone  unworthy  this  EJiate, 

Therefore  do  you  take  this  ,  and  you  take  that ; 

And  you  thefe  Farms  ,  I  freely  give  you  thefe  , 

That  1  may  nfe  thy  Wife ,  whene're  I  pleafe. 

A  coftly  Gem  from  his  Metella's  Ear  ,  32 j 

c/£[op's  loofe  Son  diflblv'd  in  Vinegar , 

And  drank  it  down ,  and  then  profufely  laughed , 

To  think  he  drank  a  Piovince  at  a  Draught. 

Was't  not  as  Mad  as  to  have  thrown  the  Gem 

Into  a  common  Shore,  or  muddy  Stream?  330 

The  Sons  of  Arrus ,  thofe  of  high  Renown, 

Thofe  famous  Bully-Brothers  of  the  Town ; 

The  moft  agreeing  Pair  in  ev*ry  Vice, 

Still  fed  on  Nightingales  of  coftly  Price , 

And  were  thofe  Mad  or  Sober,  Fools  or  Wife?  J  33J 

V  I.  If  any  grown  a  Man  delights  to  raile 
Dirt  Pyes,  and  like  a  Child,  at  Pu(h-pin  play^s 
Yokes  Rats  and'  Mice  unto  a  litrie  Plough , 
And  rides  upon  an  Hobby-Horfe,  or  (b. 
Sure  he  is  Mad  :  Now  T  can  prove  with  eafe ,        349 
That  Lox-e  is  a  more  childifli  Thing  than  thefe: 
And  'tis  all  one  whether  you  Sport  and  Toy  ^ 
Play  wajQton  Tricks,  a^  when  a  little  Boy, 
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Or  £-ourt  and  labour  for  a  jilting  Mifs , 

Grow  Pale  and  whine:  For  let  me  ask  thee  this,  345- 

Canft  thou,  like  Polemon  reclaimM ,  remove 

Thy  foppilh  Drefs,  thofe  Symptons  of  thy  Loves 

As  he  when  Drunk,  with  Garlands  round  his  Head, 

Chanc'd  once  to  hear  the  fober  Stoick  read , 

Arham'd  he  took  his  Garlands  off,  began  35-0 

Another  Courfe,  and  grew  a  fober  Man  > 

Offer  an  Apple  to  a  peevi/h  Boy, 

He  will  refufe  its  here  my  pretty  Joy, 

Come  prithee  take  it:  No,  Sir,  Pil  have  none: 

Yet,  if  unoiFerM,  he  will  beg  for  One.  ^SS 

'Likt  him's  the  Lover,  who  hath  askM  in  vain, 

Doubting  if  e'er  he  JfhouM  return  again : 

Altho'  defir'd,  when  he  would  gladly  wait, 

UnaskM,  and  linger  at  the  hated  Gate : 

Mow  /he  invites  ,  and  Swears  floe  will  be  kind,-  S^O 

What  fhall  I  go,  or  rather  cure  my  Mind? 

She  jhuts  me  out:,  then  asks  me  to  return. 

What,  ihall  I  go?  No  though  /he  begs ,  Vll  fcorn. 

But  lo ,  his  wifer  Slave  did  thus  reprove , 

Sir:,  Reajon  muft  he  never  as*d  in  Love:  36^ 

Its  Laws  unequal y  and  its  Rules  unfit ,  *! 

For  Love's  a  Thing  by  Nature  oppojlte  \ 

To  Common  Reafon,  Common  Senfe  and  Wit.  J 

All  that's  in  Love's  unfteady ,  emfty^  vain  , 

There's  War  and  Peace,  and  Peace  and  War  again,     370 

Now  he  thatjirives  to  fettle  fuch  as  thefe , 

Meer  things  of  Chance,  andfaithlefs  as  the  Seas ^ 

He  were  as  good  dtfign  to  be  a  Fool 

Xy  Art  and  Wifdam,  and  he  Mad  by  Rule. 

And  'caufe  thy  Nut  (afign  that  thou  fhalt  provel  ^^s 

A  happy  Man,  and  Conqueror  in  thy  Love)        \ 

Preft  thro'  thy  Fingers,  ftrikes  the  Roof  above,  J 

You  leap  for  Joy ,  unable  to  contain , 

Is  that  the  Action  of  a  fober  Man  ? 

And  when,  tho*  old,  and  fo  the  wifer  grown,      380 

You  pyattle  with  her  m  a  CWdi/h  Tone ; 
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Art  thou  not  Mad  as  he  y  that  loves  his  Toys  ? 

And  plays  at  Pufli-pin  with  the  little  Boys  ? 

To  this  add  all  the  Rage  of  wild  Defire, 

The  Murders  that  attend  this  Frantick  Fire;  '^^S 

Obferve,  poor  Nerus  lately  ftruck  his  Mifs  , 

Then  kill*d  himfelf ,  what  doft  thou  think  of  this"? 

Was  this  Man  Frantick  ?  Or  will  you  allow 

That  he  was  fober ,  in  his  Wits  like  you  ?    ' 

Yet  freely  grant  him  guilty  of  a  Sin  ,  39^ 

To  the  fame  thing  adopting  Words  a  kin  ? 

V I  !•  A  Libertine ,  and  old ,  ran  ev'ry  Day 
To  all  the  Temples  in  the  Town  to  Pray  : 
Fafting  he  went ,  and  he  was  neatly  Drefs'd, 
His  Hands  were  clean  ,  and  he  had  one  Requeft :     395" 
Grant ,  ye  kind  Gods  ,  grant  I  may  always  live  > 
It  is  an  eajte  thing  for  you  to  give, 
"Now  he  that  fold  him  might  have  fafely  fworn , 
He's  found  both  Wind  and  Limb  as  e'er  was  born; 
But  cheated  j  if  he  fwore  him  Sound  in  Soul ,  400 

And  this  Man  too  the  Stoicks  count  a  Fool. 

The  Mother ,  whofe  dear  Son  had  lain  opprefs'd 
With  violent  Quartan  half  a  Year  at  leafts 
Gets  up  betimes ,  and  prays ,  Thou  mighty  J&ve , 
That  doil  Difeafes  bring,  and  doft  remove  ,  40^ 

If  thou  wilt  flop  the  Fits ,  reftore  my  Joy , 
And  fpare  the  Body  of  my  lovely  Boy , 
At  thy  next  Solemn  Faft ,  kind  mighty  God , 
I  vow ,  and  I  will  make  my  Promife  good , 
I'll  fet  him  naked  in  cold  Tiber's  Flood. 
And  now  let  Chance  or  Phyfick's  ftrength  releafe^ 
Or  Do6tor's  Care  fupprefs  the  ftrong  Difeafe  a 
The  Frantick  Mother  will  perform  her  Vow  > 
And  her  weak  Son  into  cold  Tiber  throw  3 
And  this  brings  a  Relapfe  and  kills  the  Lad :  411' 

And  hath  not  Superftition  made  her  mad? 

All  this  StertiniM  taught  me  as  a  Friend , 
That  Eighth  wife-man  j  and  I  my  felf  defend 
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By  his  learnM  Rules  J  none  vexe.  me  ;n  vain. 

Who  calls  me  Mad ,  I  call  him  Mad  again  420 

Andheft^lllearn,  what  he  doeh  feldrmind.     ' 

rol  ;5-    n  ^'°''*'  '"-y  you  feu  at  Nearer  Rate 
Tour  Menhand..e,  and ^et your  loft  Eftate; 

iVkat  kmi  of  Madr,efs  'tis  that  heap' my  -Brain, 
forjkre  rethink,  lama  fiber  Man. 
,  Doft  think  ^gave,  when  /he  grafp'd  the  Head 

«^«^  -^,  Stoick  .  once,  and  freely  {hot.  V^ 

What  kind  of  Madnefs  I'm  addiSied  to.  ■  1 

Then  learn ,  tho'  you  are  dwarfilh ,  thin ,  and  fmfli. 
You  raife  your  felf  to  be  accounted  tall  •  ' 

io.*  *««,  A.  Strm,  and  rohat  a  Port  he  heart!  '  '^ 

Tho  he  hath  far  a  greater  Bulk  than  thee. 

And  therefore  art  thou  not  as  vain  as  he^ 

What-e'er  Mmn«,  does,  and  is  it  true, 

That  he  is  Rivall'd  by  Pedantick  you  ?  ..^ 

When  the  old  Frog  was  gone  by  chance  abroad , 

An  Ox  came  by  ami  on  her  young  ones  trod  ■ 

One  fcap'd,  and  told  her  that  a  mighty  Beafl 

Had  trod  upon  her  Young,  and  kill'd  the  reft  • 

«■<.«.  big  ?  raid  Ihe :  As  big  as  I  am  nm  ?  ^f- 

Andfwells.     Tes ,  yes ,  as  big  again  as  you. 

IVhat,  bigger  fiiin  And  then  flie  fwells  again. 

Tes,  bigger,  bigger,  and  you  Jlrive  in  vain  i 

Tou' 11  never  he  as  big,  altho' youftoell 

Until  you  bmfl.    This  Image  fits  thee  well;  4^. 

And  thus  to  prove  thee  Frantick  all  confpire. 

New  add  thy  Poems,  that  is  Oil  to  Fire, 

Thofe  prove  thee  Mad,  if  nothing  elfe  were  fliowns 

If  any  Poet's  Sober,  thou  art  one. 

Thy  Malicel  conceal,  but  why  doft  wear  acj 

A  finer  Suit  than  thy  Eftatc  will  bear  ? 
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Holdy  Damafippus;  I  forbear  to  fliew  1 

Thy  burning  Luft,  The  greater  Mad-man  yort  y  V 

S^are  me  at  Ufl  the  lefflr  of  the  fjw.  J' 


SATYR    IV.   " 

He  makes  Catius  tell  him  the  feveral  Precepts  that  an  t» 
be  oBferv*d  in  making  a  Feaji ,  by  this  means  fhorving; 
thofe  ,  that  pride  thcmfehss  in  this  Art  ,  to  be  very^ 
Ridicnlotts, 


■}, 
} 


W Hence  Catius  pray?  andvohither?  Sir,  I  vow 
I  wilh  1  had»  but  I  han't  leifure  now 
To  tell  my  Rules,  thebefl  that  e*erwere  known 
Fetter  than  wha.c  Pythagoras  has  fhown , 
Or  Plato  taughti  but.  Sir,  I  muft  be  gone: 
/  muft  confefs  'twas  rude  Impertinence 
To  interrupt  a  bufy  Man  of  Senfe 
At  fttch  a  time  ,  but  pardon  the  Offence  : 
For,  Sir,  what-ever  'tis  you  have  forgot, 
Tou'li  mind  again,  andfoon  recal  the  thought;  13. 

Whether  *trvas  fix'd  on  Natitrre ,  or  on  Art  i 
For  you  are  deeply  skill' d  in  either  part  i. 
I  was  confidering  how  I'  fliould  retain  \ 

What  I  have  learnM  ,  it  asks  a  ^btle  Brain  , 
A  Man  of  deep  Contrivance,  Senfe  and  Thought,    \$: 
So  fine  the  Precepts ,  and  fo  finely  wrought. 
Hs  Name,  a  Stranger,  or  <i  Roman,  tell; 
I'll  fing  the  Precepts ,  but  the  Man  conceal : 

Chufe  long  Eggs  flill ,   for  thofe  are  "hard  and  found  y. 
Cock-Eggs  ,  more  white  and  fweeter  than  the  round,  2« 

The  Cale  that  grows  on  Hills  ,  or  barren  Fields , 
IV  Is  better  far  than  what  the  Garden  yields  : 
Moift  Ground  e'en  Odcomb  Plants  will  quickly  fpoil ,, 
Xhcy  taftlefs  grow,  and  watrilh  as  the  Soil. 

K7 
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SuppoCe  a  Friend,  an  unexpeaed  Guefi,  i^ 

Comes  late,  and  you  have  nothing  ready  drefsM, 
Drown  He^s  in  Wines  I  learn'd  this  Art  at  Court, 
Twill  make  the  Fleih  eat  wonderfully  fhort. 
The  Meadow  Muflirooms  are  the  fafer  Food, 
Pois'nous  the  reji ,  at  leaft  not  half  fo  good.  50 

Til  give  him  Health ,  who  when  his  Mealszre  donel 
Eats  juicy  Mulberries ,  pluckM  before  the  Sun  t 

Doth  rife  too  high,  and  fcorch  with  heat  of  Noon.  J 

Aufidim,  thus  fays  Story,  usM  to  take 
His  Morning's  Draught  of  Honey  mix>d  with  Sack,  3; 
This  was  111  done  s  with  Liquors  only  mild. 
E'er  Breakfaft,  empty  Veins  are  fafely  filPd. 
What-e'er  fome  fancy,  I  have  Caufe  to  think 
Smooth  Mead  in  Morning  is  the  better  Drink. 
When  bound  too  much,  fweet  Mallows  quickly  dear  40 
Thy  G«..  from  ftoppage,  and  thy  Mind  horn  fears 
Or  Cockle  Full ,  or  Sorrel  newly  ripe ,  -| 

With  Coan  Whit,  Wine  Sauce  will  eafe  the  Gripe ,        i 
Better  than  the  old  Midwife  Glifter-pipe.  f 

Th,  Shell- fiih  ^ith  the  growing  Moon's  encreafe ,     ^ 
Yet  different  forts  are  found  in  different  Seas , 
All  have  not  good  :  The  Lucrtne  Shells  exceed 
Thofe  various  Purples  that  foft  Saja  breed. 
Oyfters  low  Circe,  fome  Mifenian  Coafts , 
And  Scoll^s  hrge  foft  Tarent  loudly  boafts  •  <o 

Let  none  pretend  to  have  an  Art  in  Feafts 
'Till  he's  exaa,  and  Critical  in  Tailes; 
'Tis  vain  for  him  to  buy  the  deareft  Fi/h , 
That  after  knows  not  how  to  cook  the  Diihs 
What  muii  hef^ew^d,  what  ^o/7'^will  grace  a  Feafl,f« 
And  whet  the  Stomach  of  the  glutted  Gueft ; 
Make  him  forget  his  BQllfs  full,  reftore 
Loff  Appetite,  and  tempt  him  on  to  more. 
Boars  fed  on  Acorns,  caught  in  Umbria's  Wood,! 
Bend  down  his  Diihes  with  their  weighty  load,       l^o 
That  would  avoid  dull,  mean,  or  tajikfs  Food;  J 
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For  no  wife  Palates  the  Laurentans  chufe , 
Vile  Meat  and  fat  with  plafliy  Reeds  and  Ouze, 
Goats  bred  on  Vines  ,  not  always  dainty  Fare , 
Wife  Palates  chufe  the  Wings  of  breeding  Hare.         6$ 

What  Fijh  of  all  the  forts ,  what  'Birds  are  beft , 
And  at  what  Age,  and  how  they  iliou*d  be  dreft. 
Before  the  World/aw  me  were  hardly  known, 
All  thofe  are  pure  Inventions  of  my  own. 
SomQ  fpend  their  Time ,  and  hope  to  gain  Applaufe  7© 
For  minding  nothing  but  nevo  Gates  ,  and  Sawcej 
But  Men  of  y^rt  mufl:  iHll  their  Cares  divide , 
Not  mind  o'/ie  thing ,  and  negle6t  ail  befide , 
Nor  whilft  they're  curiom  in  their  TVine  and  ^le , 
Ne'er  heed  what  Otl  they  pour  upon  their  Cale.        75* 
If  full  of  Lees ,  if  thick  your  Maffick  Wine  , 
Set  it  abroad  by  Night ,  'twill  make  it  fine^ 
Take  ofF  thofe  Smells  that  hurt  the  Nerves ,  and  wafte 
The  Spirits  J  Hemp-feed  fpoils  the  proper  tafte. 
Some  cheating  Rogues ,  that  when  the  Wine  decays  ,  8© 
With  their  Sttrrentine  mix  Falernian  Lees , 
This  dafli'd  Wine  quickly  cleanfe  with  Pigeons  Eggs, 
Thofe  falling  down  precipitate  the  Dregs. 

Have  you  drunk  briskly ,  and  your  Friend  decays 
Then  give  him  pickled  Herrings ,  thofe  will  raife 
And  whet  his  Stomach  for  another  Glz.i's, 
For  Letiice  after  Wine's  not  half  fo  good , 
It  fwims  on  Drink ,  and  makes  the  Stomach  crude  : 
When  he's  too  full  y  then  Gammon's  only  fit, 
Sawfage  provokes  him  to  another  Bit ',  ^0 

If  thefe  won't  do  ,  or  if  he  fcorns  them  both , 
He  may  be  whetted  with  a  Difh  of  'Broih, 

To  know  both  forts  of  'Broth,  'tis  worth  your  while  9 
The  Simple  is  compos'd  of  fweetefl  Oil , 
This  Oily  Wine,  and  Caviare  only  asks,  pj 

'     Such  as  grows  mellow  in  'Byzantian  Casks : 
;     To  this  flired  Herbs,  with  Saffron  mix'd,  and  boil. 
And  when  'tis  cool  then  add  Venafrian  Oil. 
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Some  Grapes  are  beft  in  Pots ,  ail  ways  are  try'd" 

In  fmoak  the  Alban  Grape  is  better  dry'd  :  lOO 

This  Grape  with  fome  (harp  Sawce,   round  Plates' 

to  ftrew, 
With  Salt  and  Peppers  I'm  the  firft  that  knew, 
And  told  it  others ,  as  I  tell  it  you. 

'Tis  a  grand  fault  to  buy  the  deareft  Filh , 
And  after  crowd  them  in  too  ftraight  a  Difli :  loj 

The  Guefts  won't  like  to  fee  one  take  the  Cup , 
Who  flole  a  Pidgeon,  as  he  brought  it  up, 
With  the  fame  hand ,  for  that  will  ftain  the  place ;, 
Nor  yet  to  fee  old  Duft  ftick  round  the  Glafs : 
How  little  Beafbms  coft  ?  how  quickly  bought  ?.       i lo 
Yet  if  not  gotten  ,  *tis  a  grievous  Fault. 
Dolt  think  it  decent  to  negre6t  thy  Houfe, 
Or  fweep  the  marble  Floor  with  dirty  Boughs? 
Dofl:  think  'tis  handfome ,  for  the  Page  to  fpread 
A  dirty  Covering  o^er  a  gawdy  Bed ,  iij", 

Forgetful  ftill  that  fince  thefe  things  are  mean ,, 
And  fuch  as  all  muft  have  that  wou*d  be  clean, 
'Tis  worfe  to  want  thefe ,  than  fuch  dainty  Meat 
Which  only  Luxury  or  Wealth  can  get. 

Learn  d  Catius,  by  the  Gods  I  ask  this  boon  y  I20 

Where-e'r  yon  go  ,  Sir  y  I  muft  have  it  done  ,. 
Pray  bring  me  to  this  copiom  Spring  of  Truth ,,        ^ 
That  I  may  hear  it  drop  from  his  ovon  Mouth ; 
For  though  you  talk  ,  a6  if  y^n  underftood 
His  Precepts  well i  and  knew  the  Rules  for  Foody         \%^ 
Tei  from  your  LipSy  Pm  fure  they  can*t  be  known 
As  welly  as  if  I  heard  them  from  his  own; 
'Befides  ,  to  fee  the  Figure  of  the  Man 
Wou' d  pleafeme  much ,  pray  {how  me  if  you  can , 
A  fweet  with  which  bleft  yon  are  almoft  cloy'di  I3S- 

Afid  do  not  value  y  *caufe  fo  oft  enjoy* d; 
'But  eager  I  to  unknown  Fountains  prefs  ,  ^  _^_ 

To  draw  from  thmu  the  Rules  of  Happinefs^ 
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S  A  T  Y  R    V. 

A  Viakgne  between  Tirefias  and  Ulyfles ,    tohcre  he 
inflrtiMs  him  horv  to  get  an  Eflate, 


Tirefias  now  indulge  one  favour  more  y  | 

^nd  teach ,  hejide  what  thon  hafl  taught  before  ,     > 
Hoto  to  regain  my  Wealth  ,  novo  I  am  poor  :  j 

} 


How  to  regain  my  Wealth  ,  now  I  am  poor  : 

Why  do  you  fmile  ?  Let  me  not  beg  in  vain, 

Is*c  not  enough  that  you  have  fcap'd  the  Main , 

And  fafely  come  to  Ithaca  again  ? 

Unerring  Prophet ,  fee  as  yon  foretold , 

I  am  come  home  again  y  Grey  ^  Wrinkled  ^  Oldy 

jind  Poor :  my  Wife^s  Gallants  have  feivL^d  my  Gold  5 

My  Wealth  is  theirs ,  and  what  is  Virtue  worth  10 

Without  a  good  Eflate  to  fet  it  forth  ? 

Well ,  well,  my  Friend,  fince  Poverty  you  hate, 

In  fliort  learn  how  to  get  a  good  Eftate. 

If  thou  doft  light  on  any  thing  that's  rare , 

Send  it  thy  old  rich  Neighbour,  never  fpare, 

If  he  be  rich  and  old,  without  an  Heir. 

The  firft  ripe  Apples  of  thy  choiceft  Tree 

Offer  to  him  ,  befo-re  thy  Deity  : 

The  rich  Man  muft  be  reverenc'd  more  than  he 

What  tho*  he  be  a  Villain  ,  bafely  bred ,  sso 

Hath  kill'd  his  Brother ,  or  his  Country  fled  i 

Yet  wait  upon  him  when  he  pleafe  to  call , 

And  when  you  meet  him ,  cringe ,  and  give  the  WalK 

What ,  VDOttd  you  have  me  cringe  to  ev'ry  Slave  ? 

At  Troy  I  did  not  fo  7ny  f elf  behave:  ^2./ 

Contending  always  with  the  Great ,  the  'Brave, 

Then  thou'lt  be  poor.     Well ^  Sir,  my  Mind  Pll  force 

T»  fuffer  this  :  for  I  have  fuffcr^d  worfe,. 

"But ,  pray  now  ,  tell  me ,  for  I  wijh  to  know , 

What  way  I  may  he  ri^h »  and  quickly  toe,  l^ 


} 
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Then  as  I  told,  Vll  tell  thee  o'er  again , 

Still  ftrive  to  pleafe  the  old  and  wealthy  Men; 

Try  ftill  to  get  into  their  Wills ,  fecure 

Their  Love,  their  Humours  patiently  endures 

Tho*  two  or  three  difcerning  Eyes  perceive  ac* 

The  Hook,  and  fly  the  Bait,  yet  never  leave* 

Others  will  bite  when  thofe  fly  Fops  are  gone, 

Still  bait  thy  Hook,  and  urge  thy  purpofe  on. 

If  any  Caufe,  or  great  or  flnall  be  try'd  , 

I'll  teach  thee  how  to  chufe  the  better  Side.  40 

Be  fure  to  plead  for  him  that's  childlefs,  old, 

And  rich,  tho'  he  is  impudently  bold. 

And  fues  his  Better,  fliU  pervert  the  Laws , 

And  flart  new  Quirks,  oppofe  the  jufter  Caufe, 

And  better  Man,  if  he  hath  hopeful  Boys  ^f 

To  he  his  Heirs,  or  teeming  Wife  enjoys. 

Then  Sir  or  S^nire  (for  Title  hugely  takes 

Grave  Softheads)  Me  your  Friend  your  Virtue  makes  y 

I  know  the  Lawy  and  have  a  ready  Tongue, 

J^nd  rather ,  Sir ,  than  you  fhall  fuffer  wrong  5c 

I'll  lofe  thefe  Eyes ;  my  utmoft  Care  he  ns'd 

That  you  be  neither  cheated  nor  ahus'd  j 

^nd yon  may  take  your  pleafitre ,  fit  at  eafe , 

Ne'er  fear,  I'll  pawn  my  Life  for  your  Snuefs, 

Do  you  flill  mind  this  Caufe ,  and  this  alone         1  SS 

Whatever  Weather  'tis,  or  if  the  Sun  \ 

With  Dog-days  Beams  cleaves  e'en  the  Marble  Stones  J 

Or  (as  fat  Furius  hath  it)  all  below 

Is  Ice ,  and  Jove  o'erfpews  the  Alps  with  Snow. 

While  one  flands  by ,  and  jogs  his  Neighbour,  fee,  ^o 

How  fi/ie  a  Lawyer's  that.  That,  that  is  he. 

How  tifeftd  to  his  Friends  ,  and  how  he  fweats , 

u4nd  Pleads !  This  brings  more  Gudgeons  to  thy  Nets. 

Befides ,  if  any  hnh  a  flckly  Heir  1 

And  good  Eflate,  then  make  Ehy  Intereft  there,    \6s 
Left  courting  childlefs  Perfons  flill ,  thy  Arts  appear.  J 
Creep  gently  in ,  until  your  hopes  you  feize , 
Be  fecond  Heir ,  and  rife  by  juft  degrees , 


} 
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And  fo  if  your  young  Boys  Difeafe  prevails  : 

Thou  Ihah  have  all :  This  method  feldom  fails.         7® 

If  any  bids  thee  read  his  willj  denys 
Yet  flily  with  the  corner  of  thy  Eye 
Run  quickly  o'er  the  two  or  three  firft  Lines, 
'  (There's  Reafon  for't)  and  fee  if  he  defigns 
Thee  the  fole  Heir ,  or  elfe  with  many  joyns.         J  7S 
For  time  (hall  come,  as  Years  In  order  flow, 
When  one  a  Scribe  fliall  bob  the  gaping  Crow :     . 
TVhJt  art  thou  mady  or  doji  dejign  to  fee  y 
Jf  fuch  abjlrufe  Difcourfe  can  puzzle  me  ? 
UfyJJes  y  what  I  fmg  {hall  be  the  ftate  8© 

Of  things  to  come ,  I  read  the  leaves  of  Fate  > 
And  diftant  Objefts  fee  in  the  Event : 
Then  prithee  tell  me ,  vohat  that  Riddle  meant. 
When  one ,  a  Youth  of  Great  t^j^neas  Race , 
The  Parthian* s  Terror ,  rules  the  Earth  and  Seas  ^   8j 
Cor  anus ,  weary  of  a  fmgle  Life , 
Takes  chuff  Najtca's  (lately  Maid  to  Wife  j 
Coranus  then  fhall  beg  him  to  perufe 
The  Will  he  makes ,  Najica  long  refufe , 
At  laft  confents  j  but  what  he  reads ,  appears  ^® 

No  Legacy  to  him ,  and  his  ,  but  Tears : 
Now  if  his  Servants  manage  him  j  commend  > 
And  make  his  greateft  Favourite  thy  Friend, 
Befure  be  lavifti  in  his  Praife ,  and  then , 
When  thou  art  gone ,  he'll  praife  thee  o'er  again.      9/ 
This  Method's  good ,  but  'tis  the  befl  defign 
*]f*b  ftorm  the  Man  himfelf,  and  take  him  in. 
If  he  makes  Verfes ,  tho'  extremely  lewd  , 
Admire ,  and  fvvear  his  Fuflian  Rhymes  are  good ; 
Or  if  he  Whores  ,  befure  his  Wifli  prevent,  lOO 

Let  thy  Penelope  be  freely  fent: 
jind  dofl  thou  think ,  that  {he  the  Wife ,  the  Chafi 
Who  all  the  numerous  Wooers  Arts  furpaft  , 
Will  yield  to  him ,  and  be  a  Whore  at  lafl  ? 
Ay ,  thofe  were  Artlefs  Youths ,  they  knew  not  how  lof 
To  treats  and  rather  come  to  Eat  than  Wooes 


} 


} 
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So  Che  was  chaft:  but  when  (he  fhall  perceive,         | 

And  fliare  with  thee ,  the  Prefents  he  can  give ,         \ 

Like  Dogs  once  blooded ,  flie  will  never  leave .  ) 

rn  tell  thee  true,  and  what  I  chancM  to  know,   no 

A  Woman  dy'd  at  Thehs  not  long  ago; 

And  thus  by  will  (he  did  injoin  her  Heir , 

FirJ^  cyl  my  Corps ,  and  to  the  Septikher  , 

Upon  thy  naked  "Back  my  'Body  bear. 

This  fpake  the  will,  and  this,  as  moft  beIievM,7  uy 

That  flie  might  then  flip  from  him  IKe  contrived,  C 

For  he  was  too  obfervant  while  /he  liv'd;  J 

Bo  you  be  cautious  ffill  in  your  Addrefs : 

Too  often ,  or  too  feldom  will  difpleafe. 

The  grave  Morofe  do  hate  a  pratling  Tongue,        iic 

That  fpeaks  unask'd,  yet  be  not  dumb  too  long: 

But ,  like  arch  Davns  in  the  Play ,  attend , 

Your  Neck  awry ,  as  fearful  to  offend : 

Still  /how  the  greate/l  Care  that  can  be  /hown, 

More  careful  of  his  Life  than  of  your  own :  125- 

When  e*er  the  Air  is  /harp ,  befure  to  mind ,  *) 

And  eagerly  requeft  him ,  pray  be  kind  S 

To  your  dear  Health,  and  me y  mr  trufl  the  Wind,         J 

If  throng'd  ,  thru/t  thou  ,  and  free  him  from  the  Throng: 

If  talkative,  endure  his  tedious  Tongue:  130 

If  he  be  vain ,  and  loves  his  own  dear  Praife , 

Be  fure  commend,  and  high  Encomiums  ralfe, 

Still  blow  the  Bladder,  never  leave  him  off. 

Till  he  /hall  blefs  himfelf ,  and  cry  ,  Enough  : 

Now  when  he  dies ,  and  frees  thee  from  thy  Care,!  i  jf 

Thy  dreaming  Hopes,  and  melancholly  Fear,       L 

And  broad  awak'd ,  you  find  that  you  are  Heir ;  J 

Then  figh ,  u^nd  is  my  dear  Companion  gone ! 

Where  Jhall  I  have  fo  kind ,  fi  good  a  One  I 

If  poiTible ,  your  greate/l  Art  imploy  I4#. 

To  /bed  fome  Tears ,  'tis  good  to  mask  your  Joyii 

And  if  you  are  to  make  the  Funeral , 

Be  fure  be  noble,  that  will  cake  with  AlU 
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Or  if  thy  FeIlow~Heir*s  a  fickly  Man , 

Then  wheedle  thus  ,  and  choufe  him  if  you  can :     145* 

1  want  that  ready  Many  you  can  fiare , 

j^nd  if  you  pleafe  ,  Sir  3  yon  {halt  buy  my  fhare  ; 

But  hold  5  fierce  Pluto  calls  me  back  to  Hell , 

And  I  can  talk  no  more,  good  fpeed,  farewell. 

SATYR    VI. 

^*     I.  His  moderate  Wifheu     2.  The  Troubles  of  a  City 
Life,  ^,The  Pleafures  of  the  Country,  ^,  Little 
voithout  Fear  3  is  beji, 

1,  'THHefe  were  my  Pray'rs,&  thefe  my  conftant  Vows, 

JL    A  pretty  Seat ,  a  Fountain  near  my  Houfe , 
A  Garden,  and  a  little  Grove  of  Trees, 
Tis  well ,  the  Gods  have  giv*n  me  more  than  thefe  i 
Enough  kind  Mercury ,  no  more  I  crave ,  jT 

Only  continue  ftill ,  what  I  now  have , 
If  I  am  not  profufe ,  and  wafte ,  or  raife 
My  moderate  Fortune ,  by  unlawful  Ways, 
If  I  ne'er  wifh ,  Oh  that  the  Gods  wou'd  yield 
That  Nook  ,  that  fpoils  the  Figure  of  my  Field;       i# 
Or ,  oh  that  I  a  Pot  of  Gold  had  found , 
As  he ,  who ,  hir*d  to  till  another's  Ground , 
By  the  AfTiilance  of  a  lucky  God , 
Grew  rich,  and  bought  the  very  Land  he  pIow*d« 
But,  if  I  live  content,  preferve  my  Store,  xj* 

And  be  my  Guard ,  as  thou  haft  been  before ; 
Defend  my  Cattle ,  and  my  Flocks ,  be  kind , 
And  fatten  all  I  have ,  except  mjr  Mind  : 
Then  a  when  I  from  the  noify  Town  retreat , 
And  free  from  Bus'nefs  take  my  Country  Seat ,       2* 
What  fhall  I  do  but  write ,  what  (hall  I  chufe , 
But  eafy  Satyr ,  and  improve  my  Mufe  ? 
Here  no  Ambition  kills ,  no  heavy  Wind , 
AfFe6ls  my  Boiy  and  corrupts  my  Mind. 
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To  Fields  the  Gods  long  Life ,  and  Plenty  gave  >      25 
No  fickly  Autumns ,  here ,  inrich  the  Grave. 

1 1.  Old  Father  Janus  (thus  the  Gods  decree) 
We  Men  begin  our  Years  and  Toil  with  thee. 
With  thee  my  Verfe ,  you  hurry  me  to  Town , 
To  be  a  Witnefs ,  and  I  muft  be  gone ,  3» 

Tho't  fnows,  and  Winter  whirls  the  freezing  Day 
In  fliorteft  Circles ,  yet  I  muft  away. 


And  then,  when  my  ungrateful  Task  is  done, 

Prefs  thro'  the  Crowd ,  and  juftle  ev'ry  one 

That  doth  not  make  me  room?  and  throw' em  down.  J  qf 


} 


While  he  that's  kick'd,  cries  Plague!  and  tohyfifaji? 

Pofic !  What  d'ye  mean ,  and  why  in  Jo  much  hajie  ? 

When  you  run  to  my  Lord,  you  feour  the  Street  y        1 

Prefs  on  ,  and  hick  and  juftle  all  you  meet ,  v 

And  thi^  I  fwear  is  pleafant,  this  \^  fweet !  J    40 

But  when  I  come  a  bufy  Crowd  appears  \ 

Of  loud  impertinent  Petitioners ,  v 

And  their  Requefts  dance  thick  about  my  Ears,         J 

One  begs  that  you  wou'd  be  at  Court  betime 

To  morrow  Morning ,  and  appear  for  him.  4.5" 

The  Scribes  Requeft,  that  I  wou'd  get  your  Ear, 

About  a  publick ,  new,  and  great  Affair  : 

Another  cries 3  good  Horace,  get  this  'Bill 

Stgn*d  by  Mxcenas.     If  I  can  1  will. 

But  he  feems  difcontent ,  and  urges  on  ,  jt 

Nay,  if  you  will,  I'm  fure  it  may  be  done. 

'Tis  eight  Years  fmce  almoft  Macenas  chofe  j 

And  made  me  a  Retainer  to  his  Houfe  : 

Yet  only  fuch  a  one,  as  free  from  Care, 

He'd  fometimes  take  in's  Coach  to  take  the  Air ,     SS 

Talk  common  Talk,  as  how  d'ye  like  the  Play , 

The  Fencers  were  well  match* dy  what  news  to  Day^ 

The  Morning's  cold,  and  we  muft  have  a  Care  y  \ 

And  fuch  like  common  Things ,   as  thefe  appear ,  >    " 

That  may  be  trufted  in  a  leaky  Ear.  J  ^« 

Hence  ev'ry  day  Men  envy  more  my  State, 

He  at  the  Play  with  great  Mxcenas  fate, 


} 
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Or  "Bmrdy  all  cry^  He*s  Fortune* s  darling  Sony 
And  thus  the  filly  Chat  fpreads  thro*  the  Town  • 

Then  all  that  meet  me  ,  come  and  ask  the  News ,     6$ 

My  Patience  and  my  precious  Time  abufe : 

Fray  Sir  {for you  fo  much  at  Court  muft  know,) 

D'ye  hear  what  News  from  warlike  Dacia  ?  No. 

Come ,  you  but  Jejl^    Pox  take  me  if  I  do. 

Pray  Sir ,  the  Lands  that  Caefar  voi»*d  to  {hare 

Among  the  Soldiers  ^  to  reward  the  War, 

What ,  mnji  they  be  in  Sicily ,    or  here  f 

When  I  profefs  my  Ignorance ,  Morofc 

They  all  imagine  mc ,  and  plaguy  clofe. 

And  thus  I  lofe  my  Days,  but  Wi(h  repeat >  jf 

1 1 L  Oh !  When  fliall  I  enjoy  my  Country  Seat  ? 

Oh !  When  remov'd  from  Noife  to  quiet  Peace » 

Amidft  my  learned  Books  3  my  Sleep  and  Eafe  5 

While  hours  do  fmoothly  flow ,  and  free  from  ftrife  ? 

Forget  the  Troubles  of  a  bufy  Life  ?  8« 

Oh  Beans ,  Pythagoras  his  neareft  kin , 

You  lovely  Herbs ,  and  moft  delicious  Chine, 

When  fliall  I  fee ,  when  feed  on  you  again  ? 

Oh  fweet ,  Oh  heav'nly  Feafts  ,  where  I  and  mine  > 

Before  my  Houdiold  Gods  fecurely  dine ;  8 j 

When  1  my  felf  fliall  tafl:e  a  difli  of  Meat, 

Then  give*t  my  wanton  Slaves,  and  bid  'em  Eat: 

When  all  my  Guefl:s  drink  freely  what  they  pleafe , 

No  Glafs  is  mark'd  or  filPd ,  but  more  or  lefs  3 

As  Mirth  invites  ',  no  drunken  Laws  to  force  3  5« 

And  all  the  time  is  full  of  good  Difcourfe  j 

We  talk  of  no  Man's  Farms,  or  Wealth,  or  Skill, 

^Or  whether  Cafar's  Fool  danc'd  well  or  ill. 
But  we  difcourfe  of  what  we  ought  to  do , 
,    And  what  'tis  fault  and  folly  not  to  know ;  9J 

\    As  whether  Wealth  or  Virtue  brings  a  Man 
\    To  Happinefs ,  or  whether  Leagues  began 
"  From  Jntereft  or  Right ,  what  cheats  the  Crowd » 
And  what  is  good,  and  what  the  greateft  Good ; 


} 
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IV.  My  Neighbour  Gerriusy  as  the  Matter  falls,  iq» 
Mixes  his  merry,  pat,  inftru6i:iv€  Tales; 
And  thus  for  Inftance ,  when  by  chance  he  hears 
Old  Elfins  Wealth  admir'd ,  tho'  full  of  -Cares  > 
He  tells  this  Story.    Once  upon  a  Time , 
(As  Tales  begin)  and  in  a  moderate  Clime ,  105 

A  Country  Moufe  a  City  entertainM , 
His  old  Acquaintance ,  and  his  fpecial  Friend ; 
This  Moufe  was  thrifty ,  yet  wou'd  kindly  Feaft 
When  time  required ,  and  nobly  treat  his  Gueft : 
In  (hort,  now  ftriving  ey'ry  way  to  pleafe,  ii« 

He  freely  brought  his  hoarded  Ooats  and  Peafe , 
His  nibbled  Bacon  and  his  mellow  Pears , 
And  all  the  Fields  produce ,  or  Country  bears : 
His  Nuts ,  his  Grapes  well-dry'd ,  and  try*d  his  he& , 
By  choice  Variety  to  pleafe  his  Guefl.  lis 

Who  fate ,  and  as  afraid  to  hurt  his  Mouth  , 
Did  nibble  here  and  there  with  dainty  Tooth ; 
Whilft  he  lies  by  in  Straw ,  and  Barly  eats , 
Or  Chaffs  and  leaves  his  Gueft  the  better  Meats. 
At  laft  the  City  Moufe,  begins,  my  Friend  ia# 

Pray  how  can  you  delight ,  how  love  to  Jpend 
Ji  Life  in  Woods  ^i  and  this  unwholfome  Cave? 
*Tis  Melancholy ,  'tis  fo  like  a  Crave^ 
Now  won' d  you  rather  live  in  Town  than  here  y  "J 

And  Mens  converfe  ,  before  the  Woods  prefer ;  f'^'^S 

Come  ,  go  with  me  ,  I'll  get  thee  better  Chear,  J 

Since  all  muji  die ,  and  muji  refign  their  *Breath  , 
Nor  great ,  nor  little  is  fecure  from  Death ; 
Then  fpend  thy  days  in  Pleafure ,  Mirth  and  Sport » 
And  live  like  one ,  that  minds  his  Life  is  Jhort,  1  ^9 

Thefe  Words  prevail'd  upon  the  Country  Moufe, 
So  flie  grows  jocund  flrait,  and  leaves  the  Houfe* 
Longing  for  thofe  fine  things  j  fo  both  go  on , 
Eager  whilft  now  'twas  Night  to  reach  the  Town, 
'Twas  Midi  i^ht  full ;  when  now  the  Mice  are  come  13/ 
They  cake  a  rich  Man's  Houfe,  a  ftatcly  Room, 

Where 
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Where  Purple  Covering  (hone  on  Ivory  Seats ,         "^ 
And  in  the  Pantry  lay  whole  Heaps  of  Meats ,  p 

The  fumptuous  Relics  of  his  noble  Treats.  J 

The  City  Moufe  ilrait  feats  his  country  Gueft  14* 

On  Cloth  of  State ,  and  waits ,  and  carves  the  Feaft ; 
Courfe  after  Courfe,  a  thoufand  dainty  things, 
And  like  a  Servant,  taftes  what-e*er  he  brings. 
The  country  Moufc ,  pleas'd  with  his  Bed  of  State , 
And  various  Dainties,  bleft  his  Change  of  Fates     i^f 
Feeds  heartily ,  when  lo  the  Servants  come , 
And  Dogs  rufli  in  and  bark  about  the  Room. 
Both  ftart,  both  leave  their  Beds  with  eager  Hafle, 
Both  fly  for  Life ,  and  hardly  fcape  at  laft. 
Then  lays  the  Country  Moufe,  Falfe  Joys  farewel »  if9 
I  do  not  like  this  Life ,  my  quirt  Cell 
Is  better ,  /  can  feaft  and  wanton  there  , 
On  Chaff  or  Acorns  y  free  from  Noife  and  Fear, 
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C.  A  Servant  inJlrnCis  hu  MafieTy  about  his  Unfettk dnefs 

in  Humour »    2.  His  Lufi,     3,  The  viciouf  Man  > 

the  great  eft  Slave, 

I.  TT  TELL,  Sir,  I  hear,  and  have  fome  News  to  tcH, 

V V     But  I'm  afraid ,  you  will  not  like  it  well 
From  me  your  Slave.     Who  Davus ,  is  it  you? 
Davus  the  faithful  Servant  and  the  true  3 
Da\Tis  voho  fancies  That  fufficietit  Store  ,  5- 

Which  Nature'* s  Wants  fupplies ,  and  asks  no  rnore* 
Go  to  y  and  as  our  Ancient  La  cos  decree, 
ilfe  boldly  thy  December'^  Liberty  , 
Speak  fairly  what  thou  wilt,  thou  may* ft  be  free. 
Some  Men  are  conftantin  their  Vice,  and  run         \9 
The  fame  Courfe  ftill ,  and  urge  their  Purpofe  on ; 


} 
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Some  are  unfteady ,  varying  in  a  Trice , 

Now  all  for  Virtue ,  and  now  all  for  Vice. 

Fop  Prifcm  with  himfelf  doth  difagree  , 

Sometimes  he  wears  no  Rings ,  and  fometlmes  three.  IS 

He  changes  ev'ry  Hour  his  Cloaths  and  Gown,        "1 

Now  takes  the  beft  Houfe ,  now  the  worfl  inTown>  > 

And  there  he  goes  as  nafty  as  a  Clown.  J 

Now  ftudies  hard  at  y4them ,  now  he'll  come , 

And  turn  Gallant ,  and  follov/  Whores  at  Rome ,       20 

The  moft  unfteady ,  fickle  Man  on  Earth , 

As  if  '/eruonnus  felf  had  ruPd  his  Birth . 

Tuft  oppofite  to  him  Vnlturius  ftandss 

For  he, when  the  juft  Gout  had  lam'd  his  Hands, 

Pid  hire  a  Boy,  fo  much  he  lov'd  the  Vice,  2j 

To  take  up  for  him,  and  to  throw  the  Dice. 

He  that  is  conftant  in  his  vicious  Race , 

Runs  the  fame  Courfe,  and  keeps  an  equal  Pace, 

Is  certainly  not  half  ^o  great  a  Wretch , 

As  he  that  now  rides  loofe ,  and  now  on  ftretch  ,     3® 

WHl  mvoyon  Rogue ,  fiippofe  this  Railing  true. 

What  do^.h  it  mem  ?  Sir  ,  it  refleas  on  you  . 

How  fo,  yon  R^/u^/?-  Sir,   you  ufe  to  praife 

The  Antients  living,  and  commend  their  Ways, 

Yet  if  fome  God  wouM  give  you  leave  to  chufe,       3; 

Or  force  you  to  the  like,  you  wouM  refufe; 

'Caufe  you  don't  think  that  right  you  now  commend, 

Or  elfe  are  too  unfteady  to  defend 

What  you  once  thoughts  you  ftick,  and  ftrive  in  vain, 

From  this  deep  Mire  to  free  your  Foot  agam.  4" 

At  Rome,  oh  how  you  praife  the  Country  Air! 

And ,  fickly ,  Rome  commend ,  when  you  are  here  , 

If  uninvited,  Oh  what  dainty  Fare 

Your  little  Sallet  yields  ,  and  free  from  Care  5 

Thefe  troublefome  Lords  at  Rome  invite  me  flill ,     4; 

I  go,  'tis  true,  but  'tis  againft  myWilK 

And  happy,  happy  me,  you  ufe  to  fay. 

That  I  have  leave  to  fup  ai  home  to  Day^ 
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But  if  my  Lord  Macenas  doth  invite , 
The'  you  are  not  to  go  before  'tis  Nlghsi  yo 

Yet  eager  you  by  Peep  of  Day  prepare ,         (there  ?  "^ 
The  Houfe  ftr eight  rings ,  So  ho ,  Jcuk,  Tom,  who's  > 
Who  brings  me  Oyl ,  you  Dogs  ,  does  no  one  hear  ?  J 
My  Lord  waits  for  mes  then  in  hafte  you  run, 
While  thy  Retainers  curfe  ,  when  thou  art  gone .       55 
Well  then ,  I  grant  a  Feaft's  a  powerful  Charm , 
Oh  the  refiillefs  Force  of  Meat  that's  warm , 
It  leads  me  captive,  and  my  Senile  does  fei2:e, 
I*m  Glutton ,  Tofspot ,  and  what  e'er  you  pleafe : 
So  you  but  freely  grant  your  Vice  at  leaft,  60^ 

As  bad ,  altho'  in  fofter  Terms  'tis  dreit. 
Siippofe  I'm  not  fo  wife ,  as  thee  my  Slave ; 
Then  ceafe  to  look  fo  haughty  and  fo  brave. 
And. do  not  rage,  and  do  not  break  my  Head, 
While  I  difcourfe  what  Crifpin's  Porter  faid ;  6s 

1 1.  You  love  Mens  Wives  ,  and  1 ,  my  little  Whores , 
Which  is  the  greatefl  Fault  now ,  mine  or  yours  ? 
V/hen  Nature  fires ,  and  they  have  quench'd  my  Flame, 
I'm  fatisfy'd ,  nor  do  I  lofe  my  Fame , 
Nor  fear  that  they  will  Jilt ,  and  entertain  70 

A  wittier ,  richer  ,  and  a  finer  Man . 
But  when  you  flily  fneak  abroad  by  Night, 
Your  Rings ,  and  all  the  Habit  of  a  Kright , 
Thy  Roman  Garb  thrown  off)  from  nobly  brave. 
You  fink  into  the  Figure  of  a  Slave  :  75- 

A  nafty  Vail  thrown  o'er  your  fragrant  Head , 
And  foftly  brought  to  the  adult'rous  Bed , 
Are  you  not  fuch  a  One  as  you  appear  ? 
When  introduc'd  you  fiiake  and  tremble  there , 
Your  raging  Luft  difputing  with  your  Fear : 
What  difference  is  it  whether  you  engage 
To  fight  for  Hire ,  and  bear  the  Vidbor's  Rage , 
Be  cut  and  flath'd  and  kill'd  upon  the  Sta.e? 
Or,  by  the  confcious  Chamber-maid,  be  preft 
Quite  double ,  Neck  and  Heels  into  a  Cheil  ? 

L  2. 


} 
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Hath  not  the  injur'd  Husband  of  the  Whore 
To  punifh  both  a  right  and  lawful  Pow'r  ? 
And  will  not  all  his  fierceft  Rage  be  jufl 
On  thee ,  that  didft  debauch  her  to  thy  Luft? 
Yet  (he  ne*er  changes  Garb ,  nor  (hifts  her  Place ,     9® 
Nor  takes  fuch  Pains  to  get  the  foul  Embraces 
Nor  injures  Heav'n ,  nor  fwears  fuch  Oaths  as  you, 
While  the  fond  Creature  doubts  you'll  prove  untrue  • 
But  wife  you  venture  Slaves  fever  eft  Fate , 
And  to  a  Man  enragM ,  and  fwoln  with  Hate , 
Commit  your  Fame ,  your  Life ,  and  your  Eflate 
Have  you  efcap'd  ?  I  hope  the  Warning's  fair , 
And  you'll  prevent  the  like  with  greatefl  Care. 
What ,  nothing  do  ?  Why  doft  thou  ftiive  to  run 
The  fame  mad  Courfe,  and  once  more  be  undone ?io3 
III.  Oh !  Slave,  fo  oft !  What  Beaft  that  breaks  the  Chain , 
Once  free ,  will  come  and  take  the  Clog  again  ? 
You  fay  you*re  no  Adulterer ,  nor  I 
A  Thief,  becaufe  when  fome  Obferver's  nigh, 
I  leave  your  Plate ,  though  with  a  longing  Eye .        lo^" 
Remove  the  Danger  and  retraining  Force , 
And  Namre  loofe  will  run  an  evil  Courfe. 
Are  you  my  Mafter  ?  you  that  do  appear 
A  worfe  and  greater  Slave  than  me  by  far , 
W^hom  nothing  can  redeem  from  wretched  Fear? J  no 
Three  Stroaks  o'  th'  Prsetor's  Rod  can  make  me  free , 
Whilft  Tyrant  PafTion  ftill  will  mafter  Thee. 
Befidos, 

If  He's  a  Vicar,  as  you  pleafe  to  phrafe, 
(This  Reafon's  good)  that  other  Slaves  obeys,         11  f 
Or  fellow  Slave  s  Sir ,  I  v/ould  gladly  know 
What  'tis  that  I  am  in  refpe6t  of  you? 
For  you,  my  Mafter,  others  bafely  ferve, 
Like  Puppets  moving  by  anothers  Nerve. 
IVho  then  iifree?  The  Wife,  that  can  controul,        ia« 
And  govern  all  the  Paflions  of  the  Soul : 
Whom  Poverty ,  nor  Chains ,  nor  Death  aiFright , 
Who'5  proof  agauift  the  Charms  of  vain  Delight*        ^'^ 


]. 
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Whom  feeble  Fortune  ftrives  in  vain  to  wound , 

So  clofely  gather'd  in  a  perfe£l  Round,  12.5 

And  fo  exa-Slly  fmooth'd  by  honeft  Arts , 

That  nought  without  can  ftick  upon  th^  even  Parts. 

Obferve  this  Free-man  s  Chtrafter ,  and  fee 

If  any  part  of  it  belongs  to  thee  : 

A  thoufand  Pound  beggM  by  thy  cofrly  Whore,        130 

And  if  deny'd  ,  ihe  turns  thee  out  of  Door , 

Throws  Water  in  tiiy  Face ,  then  change  her  Mind , 

And  call  thee  back,  and  vow  Hie  will  be  kind. 

Now  loofe  thy  Neck  from  this  ignoble  Chain, 

And  boldly  fay  that  you  are  frees  in  vain,  135* 

You  can't,  for  Tyrant  Lords  thy  Will  controul, 

They  prick  thee  on,  and  fcourge  thy  wav'ring  Soul. 

You,  when  you  fpend  whole  Hours  and  trifle  Days, 
While  you  upon  a  Piece  of  Painting  gaze : 
Why  do  not  you  commit  as  great  a  Fault ,  14^ 

As  I  that  ftare  upon  a  meaner  Draught? 
Admire  how  Janm  and  hov/  Fulvius  ftand , 
In  fencing  Poftures  ,  drawn  by  a  rude  Hand  , 
In  Chalk  or  Char-coal  Paint ,  and  think  they  look 
As  if  they  fought ,  and  movM  to  /hun  the  Stroke :  I4jr 
But  I'm  cali'd  lazy  Rogue,  and  beaten  ftiilj 
A  Judge  in  Painting  you ,  and  Man  of  Skill . 
If  I  but  trivial  Cakes  delight  to  Eat , 
'Tis  Gluttony,  whilfl:  your  luxurious  Treat 
Is  Virtue,  for  it  fhows  your  Mind  is  great .  J  ij'O 

Why  now  to  ferve  my  Palate  ihould  it  be, 
(For  I  am  whipt)  a  greater  Crime  in  mf? , 
Than  you?  Smce  thine's  more  coftly  Luxury 
Why  then  are  you  not  fcourg'd  as  well  as  I  ? 
Becaule,  perhaps,  thy  Feafts  corrupt  thy  Blood,")  155 
Difeafes  fpring  from  thy  luxurious  Food , 
And  weakned  Legs  refufe  their  fickly  Load . 
Doth,  that  Boy  fm  that  Heals  a  Comb  by  Night : 
To  buy  fome  Grapes  to  pleafe  his  Appetite? 
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And  is  he  faultlefs  ,  that ,  when  Luft  commands ,     i^o 

To  pLeafe  his  lavi/h  Belly,  fells  his  Lands  ? 

Befides  all  this  ,  You  with  your  felf  can't  ftay 

One  Hour,  nor  rightly  fpend  a  leifure  Day; 

You  like  a  Vagrant  fiiun  your  feif ,  defign  , 

Now  by  forgetful  5leep,  and  now  by  Wine>  i6j 

To  fteal  from  Cares :  Poor  Slave !  In  vain  you  try  , 

Black  Care  purfues  as  fafl:  as  you  can  fly. 

Death !  Whcre'i  my  Stick :  Why  {Q>Death!Where*smy  Sword? 

He*s  mad  J  or  elfc  makes  Verfes;  Dog^  one  Word, 

One  Tittle  more  1  Tou  cenfttre  my  Dcjlgns?  170 

F'y  Rafcal ,  fly ,  or  thou  {halt  to  th^  Mines, 

SATYR     VIII. 

A  Deflriptim  of  a  fordid  Feaft  ^  with  which  one  Fufcus 
Nafidenus  entertained  them. 

HOW  do  yon  Irke  rich  Nafidenus  Cheer  ?  "1 

For  when  I  thonght  lafi  Night  to  have  you  here  j    j> 
'Twos  faid)  that  e*er  fince  Noon  you  had  been  there,         J 
Troth  never  merrier;  Pray  y  Sir,  grant  my  Wifh , 
For  I  would  know  ,  what  was  the  firfi  Dijh  ?  S 

„  The  firit  Di/h ,  Sir ,  was  a  Lucanian  Bore , 
v>,  Caught  whilfl:  the  Wind  was  South,  the  Mafter  fwore  j 
And  round  the  Brim  lay  Lettice  to  excite , 
And  Betes  to  raife  the  lazy  Appetite  s 
Anchove,  Pickled-Herrings,  mixt  with  thefe  10 

Lay  Raddifli ,  bitter  Herbs ,  and  Coan  Lees  . 
This  Diili  remov'd,  two  ready  Servants  come, 
One  cleaned  the  Table,  t'other  fwept  the  Room, 
And  gathered  up  the  Reii6ls  of  the  Feaft, 
The  Bones,  and  all  that  might  offend  the  Gueft:        15" 
Jull  as  at  Ceres  Feaft  th'  Athenian  Maid, 
Comes  bl'ick  Hydafpes  ^  bearing  on  his  Head 
l#aree  Flasks  of  White ,  and  AUm  Flasks  of  Red  • 
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Then  f lys  mine  Holt :  My  Lord ,  if  more  than  thefe 

You  liVc  another ,  call  for  what  you  pleafe  ,  20 

My  Cellar's  ilorMs   Poor  Wealth,  difhmefr  Pride ^ 

'Bm  ,    pritJ.ce ,    tell  me  rvho  r^as  there  be  fide  5* 

Sir,  I  fate  firft,  and,  ftay,  I  think  'twas  fo, 

Tminus  next ,  Vibidius  fate  below , 

Next  "Bdatro  i  below  him  Porcim  lyes,.  1  s.^* 

Porcius  the  merry'ft  archeft  Wag  that  is  ,  > 

To  fwoop  whole  Cuftards,  and  to  fwallow  Pies.  J 

All  uninvited  ,  but  as  Lords  are  wont , 

M^cenas  brought  them  all  on  his  account  • 

Next  above  thefe  Nomentan  takes  his  Place  ,  3^ 

He  that  could  point  at  ev'ry  hidden  Sawce ; 

For  we,  the  reft,  on  Fiih  and  Fowl  did  feaft, 

Concealing  different  from  their  proper  Tafte . 

This  ftreight  appear'd ,  v/hen  by  his  kifcious  Rules 

He  carv*d  for  me  th'  untaftcd  Guts  of  Soles,  3  j" 

And  after ,  to  inftru6b  me ,  gravely  fiid , 

Fi^s  pliiik'd  before  the  Moon  is  ftdl  y  look  red; 

But  thro'  this  difference  would  you  nicely  pry, 

He'll  tell  you  more ,  he's  more  expert  than  I. 

Mean  while  Vibidius  in  a  jeering  Tone  40 

Cries  J  'Balatro  3  come  prithee  nothing's  done  , 
Un^efs  XffC  drink  him  dry;  a  bigger  Glafs ; 
At  that  Death-pale  fpread  o'er  our  Fnfim  Face , 
For  good  ftout  Drinkers  he  did  ctiiefly  fear , 
'Caufe  fuch ,  when  full ,  with  greater  Freedom  jeer :  4/ 
Or-'caufe  hot  Liquors  pall  the  fubtle  Tafte, 
And  fo  would  fpoil  the  Goodnefs  of  his  Feaft : 
Yet  on  it  goes,  the  Bowls  are  freely  crown'd, 
And  fiipernaculnm  the  Health  goes  round  : 
The  chief  eft  Guefts  the  while  full  Bumpers  toft  ,         yo 
Tfhey  fpar'd  the  Bottles  ,  and  the  bleeding  Hoft . 

Now  comes  midft  fwimming  Shrimps  a  Lampry  ipread 
In  a  large  Difh ,  and  thus  the  Mafter  faid  s 
This  Fifh  was  caught  when  full  of  Spawn ,  (that  Courfe 
iLgood)  fov  after  Spawning's  done  7  'tis  worfe:  '  j*/ 

L  4 
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The  'Broth  is  made  of  Oil  ^  the  befl  that  jlow'd 

Wrcm  the  Venafrian  ?re[s  j  to  make  it  gaod , 

Wine  five  Tears  old^  and  Caviare  I  join  i 

In  hoiUng  y  Sirs  ,  /  ufe  Italian  Wine ; 

"But  when  *tis  boil'dy  with  Pepper  fpic'd  and  drejl  6« 

With  Vinegar^  the  Chian  Pickle's  heft: 

To  boil g'een  Rockets  voith't ,  was  never  kmvon 

'Before  my  time ,  I'm  fure  that  Art's  my  own. 

Salt  Water  Crawfifn  firft  Cotlllus  Jlew'd , 

^nd  kept  them  whole  ,  for  they  are  better  Food  x*^5' 

Tba/i  vohcn  i'th*  Shelly  the  Pickle  makes  th era  good. 
But  while  he  talk'dj  and  while  he  prais'd  the  Fifli  > 

The  Hangings  tumbling  down  fell  o'er  the  Dilh : 

Bainging  black  Dull:,  as  much  as  Whirlwinds  raife. 

When  nimble  St jrms  fweep  o'er  the  dufty  ways :       70 

We  flarced  all,  and  thought  it  worfe  than  'twas, 

But  when  no  harm  appear'd,  each  kept  his  Place: 

Our  Hofl  ftr  jight  hung  his  Head  ,  he  wept  and  ligh'd 

As  if  his  darling  Son  had  lately  dy'd  ', 

He  had  wept  on,  his  Grief  have  known  no  end,       ys 

But  wife  Nomentan  thus  reliev'd  his  Friends 

Unlucky  Chance  what  God  is  fo  unkind. 

Thou  lovejl  to  break  the  meafures  Man  defign'd. 

Some  bit  their  Napkins ,  yet  cou'd  fcarce  forbear 

To  laugh  aloud ,  whilft  with  a  bitter  Sneer  80 

Cries  jeering  Balatro,  Well 3  we  Jl rive  in  vainy 

*Tis  the  fad  Fate  of  Life ,  and  none  can  gain 

*By  Lahoiir ,  Fame  that  anfvcers  to  their  Pain . 

That  ever  IJhon'd  prove  fo  troublefome 

For  one  fine  Treat ,  vohen  I  cou'd  dine  at  home?  85 

That  I  pnoti'd  vea  yon  to  provide  a  Feafl , 

To  fee  your  Broth  well  boil' d 3  your  Servants  drefl  ^ 

Tlefldes  th*  unlu.ky  Chance  that  waits  on  ally 

As  if-,  as  but  jufi  now ,  the  Hangings  fall  ^ 

The  Foot  -  boy  fiumb  ling  fpoils  a  coflly  Ftjh  ,  50 

Or  Plow-man  Servant  trip  and  break  the  Dijh, 

But  as  in  Captains  oft  ill  Chance  reveals 

The  Entertainers  Wit,  which  good  conceals; 
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Then  fays  mine  Hoft^  Ah  ,  may' ft  thou  ft  ill  be  hleft  ■» 
Thou  ar*,  jo  good  a  Man  >  fo  kind  a  Gueft :  95* 

And  calls  for's  Shoes ,  then  you  may  quickly  hear 
Divided  Whifpers  fpread  thro'  ev'ry  Ear. 
JtkPlay  cou'd  ever  pleafe  me  half  fo  welly 
mt^^ipohat  you  laught  at  after  ,  prithee ,  tdl: 
While  hot  Vihidius  with  a  waggifh  Look  1 00 

Cries  to  the  Servants ,  Ts  the  'Bottle  broke 
That  I  can  get  no  Wirtt  to  this  dry  Feaft  ? 
And  merry  ^alatro  promotes  the  Jeftj 
Mine  Hoft  comes  in ,  and  with  a  fmiling  Face , 
About  to  mend  by  Art  his  late  Difgrace ,  lof 

His  Servants  following  brought  a  Charger  fiird 
With  one  poor  little  Crane  cut  up  and  grillM , 
Cover'd  with  Salt  and  Meal  s  another  brings 
Pluckt  off  and  by  themfelves  a  Rabbet's  wings  , 
For  thofe ,  forfooth ,  when  by  themfelves ,  are  beft ,  i  lo 
And  fweeter  far  than  eaten  with  the  reft : 
Then  roafled  Blackbirds ,  Doves  their  Rumps  cut  off. 
All  pretty  forts  of  Meat,  and  fweet  enoughs 
But  he,  with  long  Harangues  to  ev*ry  Gueft, 
Explained  their  Natures,  how  and  why  'twas  dreftiiEf 
Whom  thus  we  punifh'd,  each  Man  left  his  Seatj 
We  fled  the  Banquet ,  and  refused  to  eat^ 
As  if  the  witch  Canidia's  pois'nous  Breath 
Had  blown  upon't,  and  fill'd  the  Feaft  with  Deatho 
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The  Firft  Book. 


E  P  I  S  T.    I. 

t*  He  fhews  his  Deji-rt  for  Thikfaphy,    2.  *T{s  to  he 

preferred  before  all,     3,  The  People  prefer  Geld 

before  Virtue.    4.    Why  he  cannot  agrei 

with  the  Crowd, 


MY  Lord  Maecenas ,  whom  I  gladly  chufe , 
The  firft ,  and  the  lafl  Subje6t  of  my  Mufe ; 
Tho*  I  have  fought  enough,  and  well  before. 
And  now  difmiftj  have  leave  to  fight  no  mores 
Ygu  ftrive  to  bring  me  on  the  Stage  again : 
My  Age  is  not  alike ,  unlike  my  Brain , 
Unlike  my  Mind?  and  now  I  write  in  Pain, 
The  Fencer  Vejan  now  grown  weak  with  Age , 
Lives  quietly  at  Home,  and  leaves  the  Stages 
Bis  Arms  in  great  Alcides  Temple  plac'd,  "}  io 

Lcfl:  after  all  his  former  Glories  pail, 
He  worlted ,  meanly  beg  his  Life  at  laft : 
Ani  ftill  methinks  founds  thro'  my  well  purg'd  Earj. 
AJitde  Voice  J  Fond  Horaa  have  a  Care^ 


y 
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And  while  *tls  well  releafe  thy  aged  Horfe,  IS 

Lell,  when  he  runs  but  with  unequal  force. 
And  ilretches  hard  to  win ,  he  breaks  his  Wind  ? 
Derided ,  diftancM ,   bafely  lags  behind  . 

I.  And  therefore  all  my  trifling  Songs  adieu  > 
I  now  defign  to  feek  what's  good  and  true,  aa 

And  chat  alone ;  I  leave  my  wanton  Mufe , 
And  lay  up  Precepts,  fuch  as  I  may  ufci 
But  if  you  ask  me  now  what  *SV(J?  I  own, 
I  fwear  a  blind  Obedience  unto  none : 
But  as  the  Tempefl:  drives  me  fo  I  Steer,  SkS 

This  way  or  that ,  not  fetled  any  where  : 
Sometimes  an  A61;ivc  Life  my  Fancy  draws , 
A  flri6l  Obferver  of  true  Virtue's  Laws : 
Then  gently  Aide  to  Ariftippiis  School , 
And  ftrive  not  to  be  rul'd  by  Things ,  but  Rule «         3* 
As  Night  to  thofe  their  Miftrefs  fails  appears, ' 
As  Days  to  Labourers,  and  as  long  the  Years, 
When  jealous  Mothers  curb,  to  eager  Heirs; 
So  dull ,  and  fo  ingrate  my  Time  doth  flow , 
which  hinders  what  I  hope  and  wiih  to  do :  ^$ 

What  done  will  profit  Rich  and  Poor ,  what  long 
Forborn,  prove  equal  iiarm  to  Old  and  Young; 
Well  then ,  I  muft  content  my  felf  with  this , 
Yours  cannot  be  as  good  as  Lymem  Eyes , 
What  then ,  when  fore ,  mufl:  T  fit  Cures  defpife  ?  J  4© 
You  cannot  hope  to  have  your  Limbs  as  great 
As  Glycols  i  nor  fo  ftrong  and  firmly  fet; 
Yet  to  prevent  the  Gout  haft  thou  no  care  ? 
What ,  if  of  farther  progrefs  you  defpair , 
*Tis  fomev/hat  furely  to  have  gone  thus  far:  J  d.f 

Doth  creeping  Avarice  thy  Mind  engage? 
Or  doth  it  boil  v,dth  fiery  Luft,  and  Rage? 
Why ,  tliete  are  Rules  and  Precepts  that  can  eafe 
Thy  Paixi^  and  cure  great  part  of  thy  Difeajfe; 
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Or  art  thou  Vain  ?  Books  yield  a  certain  Spell ,      1  S^ 

To  flop  thy  Tumor  -,  you  fhall  ceafe  to  fwell , 

Wh-.^n  you  have  read  them  thrice ,  and  ftudied  well: 

The  Rafh,  the  Lazy,  Lover,  none's  fo  wild  , 

But  may  be  tame ,  and  may  be  wifely  mild , 

If  they  confult  true  Virtue's  Rules  with  care ,  SS 

And  lend  to  good  Advice  a  patient  Ear. 

II.  'Tis  Virtue,  Sir,  to  be  but  free  from  Vice, 
And  the  firft  ftep  tow'rds  being  truly  Wife 

Is  to  want  Folly,  You  ufe  all  your  Skill, 

To  fhun  what  you  fuppofe  the  greatefl  111 ,  60 

A  fmall  Effate,  or  while  you  feek  to  gain 

An  Office ,  a  Repulfe  i  you  fpare  no  pain , 

You  try  your  utmofl  Wit ,  and  rack  your  Brain : 

You  fail  to  India  y  you  forfake  your  Eafe , 

Thro' raging  Storms,  thro'  Rocks  and  boifl'rous  SeaSi^j" 

Thro'  Heat  and  Cold ,  and  gather  ev'ry  Wind  ? 

To  get  more  Wealth,  and  leave  pale  Want  behind j 

And  yet  thou  wilt  not  take  the  pains  to  hear 

A  wifer  Man  advife  thee  how  to  Steer :    , 

Who  kindly  bids  thee  check  thy  wild  Defire ,  Jo 

And  leave  what  thou  dofl  fooliihly  admire ; 

What  Wrcfller  that  fliall  flrive  in  ev'ry  Town , 

At  ev'ry  Wake,  will  fcorn  th'  Olympian  Crown? 

who  doth  not  cheap  and  eafie  Wreatlis  difdain  ? 

And  who  would  have  a  Crown  without  the  Pain  ?      7J 

III.  The  Saying's  true ,  and  hath  been  often  told , 
Silver's  more  bafe  than  Gold,   than  Virtue  Gold: 

O  Romans ,  Romans ,  Gold  muft  firfl  be  fought , 

Then  Virtue,  that's  worth  but  a  fecond  Thought: 

This  is  the  Tune  of  ev'ry  Trading  Fool,  ")  So 

Old  Men,  and  ev*ry  Boy  repeats  this  Rule, 

That  with  his  Eooks  and  Satchel  goes  to  School 

If  you  have  not  Ten  thoufand  Pound  in  flore, 

But  want  a  thoufand  or  a  little  more, 

Tho'  you  have  Virtue ,  Confhncy ,  and  SkiU  8/ 

%n  AxtSs  thtQW  (halt  be  thought  a  Common  ftill: 


} 
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And  yet  our  Boys  another  Tale  will  tell , 

And  fay ,  You  CtnW  be  I{ir/g  if  you  do  well ; 

Be  this  thy  Guard ,  and  this  thy  ftrong  Defence , 

A  virtuous  Heart,  and  unftain'd  Innocences  ^J 

Not  to  be  Confcious  of  a  fliameful  Sin : 

Nor  yet  look  pale  for  Scarlet  Crimes  within . 

Now ,  prithee  3  tell  me  which  you  think  is  beil , 

Or  Otho's  Law,  or  this  by  Boys  exprefl , 

This  Song  which  makes  the  Virtuous  Man  a  King,  9J 

And  which  the  noble  Ancients  us'd  to  fmg  ? 

Which  beft  advifeth ,  he  that  bids  thee  hate 

Thy  common  Rank ,  and  get  a  vaft  Eflate , 

Juftly  if  thou  canll  i  if  not ,  at  any  rate  s 

Only  that  at  a  Play  or  Puppet  Show ,  100 

You  may  fit  nearer  by  a  Seat  or  two  ? 

Or  he  that  bids  thee  fteer  a  Virtuous  Courfe, 

And  nobly  fcorn  proud  feeble  Fortune's  force  ? 

I  V.  Shou'd  the  Crowd  ask ,  why  fmce  I  live  in  Town, 
Walk  the  fame  Streets  with  them ,  I  do  not  own    loj 
The  fame  Opinion?  Why  I  don't  approve, 
And  hate  the  Things  that  they  do  hate  and  love  ? 
My  Anfwer  muft  be  what  fly  Reynard  faid 
To  the  old  Jrckly  Lion  ,  I'm  afraidy 

Creat  Kirig  of  'Beafts  ,  fir  all  the  treads  I  fee  H9 

jire  to  thy  Den^  7ione  hack  ^  that  frightens  me: 
Thou  art  a  Many-headed  Monfter ,  Rome , 
I  know  not  what  to  imitate ,  or  whom : 
Some  love  to  Farm  Revenues,  others  Bait 
With  Gifts  to  catch  a  Widow's  great  Eftate:  lis 

While  others  fpread  their  Nets  for  wealthy  Fools , 
And  catch  them  ,  and  fecure  the  doating  Shoals  : 
Some  by  bafe  Ufury  their  Wealth  increafe : 
But  grant  that  various  Humours  various  pleafe ; 
Yet  are  they  conftant  ftill,  do  they  approve  lia 

For  one  hours  time  together  what  they  love  ? 
For  inflance,  if  the  wealthy  Wanton  fays,     < 
This  little  'Baia  is  the  pleafant'ft  Place; 

h7 
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His  hafty  Wiflies  no  delays  afFord , 

And  the  Sea  quickly  fees  her  loving  Lord ;  iif 

There  if  his  Fancy  leads  another  way , 

As  if  a  Sign  from  Heav*n  he  mull  obey  s 

Come  Work-men  gather  up  your  Tools,  and  drive 

To  morrow  to  Theannm ,  there  I'll  live  : 

Doth  he  defign  to  day  to  take  a  Wife?  130 

No  Life ,  he  cries ,  is  like  a  fingle  Life : 

If  not,  he  fwears  the  marry'd  only  blefts 

What  Chain  can  hold  this  varying  Proteus  faft  ? 

What  doth  the  Poor  Man  ?  Laugh ,  he  fliifts  his  home , 

His  Baths  ,  his  Barbers  ,  and  his  eating  Room,         I'^s 

Or  hires  a  paltry  Sculler  for  a  Groat , 

And  fpews  like  Nobles  in  their  Pleafurc-Boat. 

Suppofe  fome  blundering  Barbers  notch  my  Hair, 
And  then  I  meet  you ,  ftraight  you  fmile  and  ilare  j 
Or  if  my  Gown  is  botch*d ,  my  Veft  unfit ,  i^<^ 

My  Cloaths  ill  made ,  you  laugh  at  fuch  a  fight : 
What  when  my  Mind  is  v/ith  it  felf  at  ftrife , 
And  difagrees  in  all  the  Courfe  of  Life  i 
when  what  it  hated  now ,  it  now  defire? , 
What  now  it  threw  away  ,  it  now  admires  ,  14/' 

Unfettled  as  the  Sea ,  or  flitting  Air , 
It  razes ,  builds ,  and  changes  round  to  fquare ', 
You  count  me  mad  in  Fafhion ,  you  forbear 
To  laugh ,  nor  think  I  need  a  Dolor's  care  s 
Or  Guardian  from  the  Prator,  tho'  my  Friend,       1^0 
On  whom  my  Fortunes  and  my  Life  depend  , 
My  chief  Support,  in  lliort  my  only  Guard, 
And  who  art  vex't  to  fee  my  Nails  ill  par'd. 
In  fhort ,  the  Wife  Man's  lefs  than  Jove  alone , 
For  all  is  his ,  and  he  himfelPs  his  own ;  ISS 

Rich ,  King  of  Kings ,  and  of  a  Noble  Stem , 
But  chiefly  well,  unlef5  when  vex'd  with  Flegm, 
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E  P  I  S  T.    II. 

I,  He  commends  Homer  to  his  Friend  Lollius,     2.  De- 
livers  feverat  Precepts  for  a  good  Life. 

l.TTTHile  you  to  plead  at  Rome,  my  Friend,  remain  $ 

VV     I  here  have  read  my  Homer  o'er  again: 
Who  hath  what's  bafe  ,  what  decent ,  jufi:  and  good  j 
Clearer  than  Cr ardor  or  ChryJJppm  fhow'd:' 
My  Reafona  for*t»  if  you  have  leifure,  hears  T 

That  Part  that  tells  us  how  in  tedious  War , 
For  Paris  Lull ,  Greece  ftrove  v/ith  Phrygia ,  fmgs 
The  Paflions  of  the  Crowd ,  and  foolifli  Kings : 
AnUmr  thinks  it  beft  to  end  the  Wars , 
And  give  back  Helen;  wanton  Park  fwears  ,  £o 

He  can't  be  happy  if  he  lives  alone , 
His  Kingdom  can't  content  when  flie  is  gone! 
Atrides  and  Achilles  chide ,  and  hate , 
And  Nefior  ftrives  to  cool  the  hot  Debate : 
One  robb'd  of  what  he  eagerly  defir'd ,  1$ 

Was  rais'd  by  Love ;  but  both  by  Fury  fir'd  : 
He  counfels  both ,  and  Irrives  to  make  them  Friends  s 
The  People  fufFer  wh^n  the  Prince  offends : 
By  Lufb  and  Rage  were  thoufand  Mifchiefs  done , 
By  Pride  and  Treachery ,  in  Camp  and  Town :         20 
And  then  what  Courage,  and  what  Wit  can  do , 
He  ufefully  doth  in  Vlyffes  {how  s 
Who  5  Troy  o'erthrown ,  to  many  Countries  went , 
And  ftri6lly  view'd  their  Towns  and  Government « 
And  while  thro'  raging  Seas  he  ventured  home,  25* 

Met  thoufand  dangers  ,  and  did  overcome: 
Still  careful  of  his  Men  he  did  advance. 
And  fafely  ftem'd  th^  Waves  of  dang'rous  Chance: 
The  Sirens  Songs,  and  Circe^s  Bowl  you  know, 
Whida  like  his  Mates  had  he  but  tailed  too,  ?• 
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Bafe  and  unthinking  he  had  ferv'd  the  Whore , 

In  ihape  of  nafty  Dog,  or  mi'ry  Boar; 

We  are  the  number,  born  to  drink  and  eat, 

The  Wooers  of  Penelope ,  the  fpruce ,  the  neat , 

The  lazy  Rafcals;  and  whofe  whole  defign  35 

Was  to  get  vicious  pleafure ,  and  be  fine  : 

Who  thought  it  virtuous  to  fleep  half  the  Day , 

And  lull  their  Cares  with  Songs ,  Dances  and  Play  • 

II.  Rogues  rife  before  'tis  light  to  kill  and  thieve, 
Wilt  thou  not  wake  to  fave  thy  {qM  alive  ?    ^  40 

If  now  ,  when  well,  you  will  not  leave  your  Eafe, 
In  vain  you'll  try  w^hen  prell  with  a  Difeafe : 
And  when  you  cannot  fleep ,  except  you  read , 
And  in  good  things  employ  your  watchful  Head  , 
Pale  treacherous  Sins  will  fwift  approaches  make ,     4. jr 
And  Luft  or  Envy  vex  thee  whilft  awake  ; 
For  why,  when  any  thing  oiFends  thy  Eyes  , 
Doft  thou  ftreight  feek  for  eafe ,  and  freight  advife  j 
Yet  if  it  ftiall  opprefs  thy  Mind ,  endure 
The  Ills  with  Patience ,  and  defer  the  Cure  ?  yo 

He  that  hath  once  begun  a  good  defign , 
Hath  finifh'd  half  i  dare  to  be  wife ,  begin : 
He  that  deferrs  to  live  is  like  the  Clown, 
Who  waits,  expe6Hng  'till  the  River's  gone; 
But  that  ftill  rouJ,s  its  Streams,  and  will  roul  on.  J  Jj 
We  feck  for  wealth,  a  good  and  fruitful  Wife, 
The  Pleafures,  Comforts,  and  Supports  of  Life; 
Our  Woods  are  tam'd,  and  ploughed  encreafeourilore; 
He  that  hath  got  enough  defires  no  more. 
Did  ever  Lands ,  or  heaps  of  Silver  eafe  6e 

The  feav'rilh  Lord?  Or  cool  the  hot  Difeafe? 
Or  free  his  Mind  from  Cares  ?  He  muH  have  Health , 
He  mufl  be  well,  that  wou'd  enjoy  his  Wealth . 
He  that  defires  or  fears ,  difeas'd  in  Mind , 
Wealth  profits  him.  as  Piftures  do  the  blind  s  ^$ 

Plaifters  the  Gouty  Feet;  and  charming  Airs, 
A&d  fweetefl  Sounds,  the  ftuft  and  troubled  Ears; 


I 
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The  mufty  Veffels  four  what  they  contains 

Scorn  Pleafure,  Pleafure  hurts  that's  bought  with  pain. 

The  Greedy  want,  to  Wiihes  fix  an  Ends  70 

The  Envious  pine  at  th*  fatnefs  of  their  Friend  • 

The  fierceil  Tyrants  never  yet  could  find 3 

A  greater  rack  than  Envy  to  the  Mind : 

The  Man  that  doth  too  haftily  engage, 

That  i.'  all  fire,  and  cinnot  curb  his  Rage,  JS 

BafHes  his  own  Defi^n,  wiile  weaker  grown, 

With  Malice  unrcven^'d  he  il  ikes  too  foon : 

Anger  is  a  Ihort  frenzy,  curb  thy  Soul, 

And  check  thy  Rage  ,  which  mull  be  rul'd  ,  or  rul'e : 

Ufe  all  thy  Arc,  with  all  thy  force  reftrain,  80 

And  take  the  flron,efl:  Bit,  and  firmeft  Rein: 

The  Jocky  trains  the  young  and  tender  Horfe , 

While  yet  foft-mouth'd  he  breeds  him  to  the  Courfe: 

The  Whelp ,  fmce  when  i'th*  Hall  he  learned  to  bark 

At  Bucks-skins  flufF'd  ,  nov/  ranges  o'er  the  Park :   85* 

Now,  now,  while  young,  with  virtuous  Rules  begin; 

Suck  holy  Precepts  now  ,  and  free  from  Sin. 

What  feafon'd  firft  the  VefTel  keeps  the  Tafte; 

Now  if  you  lag  behind,  or  run  too  faft, 

I  flay  not  for  the  flow ,  I  mind  my  Race ,  ^9 

Nor  prefs  on  thofe  that  run  a  fwifter  Pace. 


k 


E  P  I  S  T.    III. 

To  his  Frira/ Julius  Florus. 


M 


ji  familiar  Epftlc  enqfttririg  about  fever al 
Matters, 


Y  Jjilim  Florni ,  I  would  gladly  hear , 
Where  Clau^im  Ctsfar*z  Kinfman  kindles  War^ 
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"Doth  7%races  or  Hehr?tf,  bound  in  Chains  of  Snow,"^ 

Or  doch  the  Hellefpmt ,  I  wilh  to 'know,  ^ 

Or  Afia's  fruitful  Fields ,  detain  you  now  ?  J    5* 

What  do  the  Wits  defign  ?  Who  nobly  dares , 

(This  wou'd  I  know)  to  write  creat  Cz'^ar's  Wars? 

And  who,  infpir'd  with  an  unufual  Ra;^e, 

Shall  fpread  his  Fights  and  Leagues  thro'  future  Age  ? 

And  what  doth  Titit4^ ,  he  of  growing  Fame ,  lo 

Who  doth  not  fear  to  drink  of  Pindar's  Stream  ? 

Who  fcorns  known  Springs  and  Lakes,  that  glorious  he  j 

And  is  he  well,  and  doth  he  think  of  me? 

Doth  he,  the  Mufe  propitious  ,  nobly  fmg. 

And  fit  to  Roman  Harps  the  Theban  ftring?  i/ 

Or  is  he  writing  Plays ,  and  treads  the  Stage , 

In  murd'ring  Vcrfe ,  and  fwells  with  Tragick  rage  ? 

And  how  doth  Celfm  do  ? 

Whom  1  fliil  warn ,  as  I  have  often  done , 

To  get  fome  Stock,  fome  Riches  of  his  own :  20 

And  not  from  others  Labours  kept  for  Fame, 

In  wife  Apollo's  Temple  fteal  a  Name  ; 

Left  all  the  Birds  fliould  come ,  and  claim  their  own , 

And  th*  Chough  be  his ,  when-her  floln  Plumes  are  gone. 

What  do  you  do  ?  Wx^at  will  your  Mind  produce  ?     f-S 

From  what  fweet  Beds  of  Thyme  fuck  precious  Juice  ? 

For  you  have  Wit  enough ,  your  Senfe  is  great , 

Your  Words  well  chofen ,  your  Expreilion  neat : 

Whether  with  poynant  Tongue  you  plead  a  Caufe, 

Defend  the  Innocent,  and  teach  the  Laws  :  39 

Or  chufe  foft  Numbers ,  and  fmooth  Poetry , 

The  chiefeft:  Crown  fbill  juflly  waits  on  thee  . 

If  you  cou'd  leave  thofe  Cares  that  num  thy  Mind , 

Shake  off  thy  Fears,  and  leave  the  Clog  behind, 

Then  you  wou'd  live  as  Wifdom's  Rules  advife :         3^ 

This  is  the  Work,  the  noble  Study  thiss 

This  rich  and  poor  fhou'd  make  their  greatefl  care 

If  we  wou'd  live  fecure  ,  and  free  from  fear,  = 

To  honefl  Men ,  and  to  our  Country  dear. 


} 
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Pray  write  me  whether ,  for  I  wifli  to  know ,  40 

You  love  Numenius  y  as -you  ought  to  do  . 

Or  if  the  former  difference ,  clos'd  in  vain, 

Was  never  fully  cur'd  ,  but  breaks  again . 

But  you  in  v/hatfoever  part  you  live , 

Whether  'tis  heat  or  ra/h-nefs  makes  you  ilrive,  45 

Both  brave  and  hot,  and  oh!  too  dear,  to  prove 

How  frail  are  all  the  bands  of  Brothers  love : 

Where-e'er  you  now  refide,  return  to  Rome  ^ 

I  feed  a  Steer  to  offer  when  you  come . 


E  P  I  s  T.    IV. 

A  familiar  Complement  to  hu  Friend  Albuj 
Tibullus. 

ALbm,  the  faireft  Critick  that  I  know, 
What  (hall  I  fay  that  you  are  doing  now? 
In  Fedan  Fields  do  you  defign  to  write. 
More  great  than  Cajfitis ,  and  with  higher  flight  ? 
Or  dofl  thou  gavely  walk  the  healthy  Wood ,  5" 

Confidering  what  befits  the  Wife  and  Good  ? 
For  you  are  not  all  Body  void  of  Mind , 
The  Gods  have  giv'n  a  Soul  of  noble  Kind ; 
And  Wealth  and  Skill  enough  to  ufe  thy  Store : 
What  cou'd  a  Nurfe  for  her  dear  Child  wil'h  more,    i@ 
Than  that  he  might  be  Sober  whilft  he  lives ,  ^- 
And  able  to  exprefs  what  he  conc:ives? 
Enjoy  the  Love  of  all ,  and  Fame  and  Health , 
And  cleanly  Diet,  with  futHcieiit  Wealth? 
While  'midft  ftrong  hopes  and  fears  thy  time  doth  wafte,i 5* 
Think  ev'ry  rifing  Sun  will  be  thy  lafts 
And  fo  the  grateful  unexpected  Hour 
Of  Life  prolonged ,  when  come ,    will  pleafe  the  more  i 
Then  come  and  fee  me ,  now  grown  plump  and  fine, 
When  you  wou'd  laugh  at  one  of  E^icurm  Swine,        2.0 


2(Jo        E  P  I  S  T.  V.    Lib.  L 

E  P  I  S  T.    V. 

To  his  Friend  T  o  R  QJJ  a  T  U  s. 

Me  in-.itrs  his  Friend  to  a  fmail  Collation. 

IF  you  c:n  fit  upon  a  paultry  Seat,  "J 

My  Fri :•  nd  T  rqnatm  ,  and  endure  to  Eat  > 

A  homely  L  iCa ,  a  Sallad  all  the  Treat :  J 

Sir,  1  rhall  mike  a  F.aft ,  my  Friends  invite, 
And  beg  that  you  wou'd  Sup  wiih  me  to  Night .  $ 

My  Liquor  flov/'d  from  the  Minturnian  Vine, 
In  Ta7irHi  .onfn'Jhi,.  ,  'tis  common  Wine: 
It  you  have  better,  let  your  Flasks  be  fents 
Or  let  what  I ,  the  Lord  ,  provide ,  content. 
My  fervants  fweep  and  furnifii  ev'ry  Room ,  i« 

My  Diflies  all  are  cleans'd  againft  you  come : 
Forbear  thy  wanton  Hopes ,  and  Toyl  for  Gain , 
And  Mojchtt^  Caufei  '  tis  all  but  idle  Pain. 
To  Morrow  C^far's  Birth-day  comes ,  to  give 
Releafe  to  Cares  ,  and  a  fmall  time  to  live  .  if 

Then  we  may  flcep  'till  Noon,  and  gay  delight:* 
And  merry  Talk  prolong  the  Summer's  Night . 
What  is  my  Wealth,  if  I  muft  always  fpare? 
He  that  lives  Poor,  to  leave  a  wealthy  Heir  , 
Is  near  a-kin  to  Mad.     I'll  Drink  and  Play,  2« 

Enjoy  my  felf ,  and  fling  my  Gold  away. 
I'll  frolick  (let  the  fparing  be  thought  wife) 
Content  to  be  efteem'd  a  Fool  for  this  : 
What  Wonders  cannot  Wine  effed ,  'tis  free 
Of  Sterols ,  and  turns  Hope  to  Certainty  3  aj 

It  puihes  on  the  unarm'd  Man  to  Wars  , 
It  frees  the  troubled  Mind  from  weighty  Cares  ; 
It  teaches  Arts ,  it  teaches  how  to  Think , 
And  what  Man  is  not  Eloquent  in's  Drink  ? 
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And  who  fho'  cramp'd  in  narrow  Want's  not  free?  30 
Now  ril  provide  (pray  leave  that  Talk  to  me) 
I'm  v/illing ,  and  Vm  fit  for  fuch  a  Care , 
Your  Seats  iaall  be  as  clean  as  any  ares 
Your  Napkins  g;ood  ,  no  fpot  (hall  foul  the  Cloth , 
Whofe  fight  might  make  you  fnuffyour  Nofe,  and  loath.35r 
The  Cups  well  fcour'd ,  the  modefi:  Table  grace , 
The  Dilhes  jOhine  that  you  may  fee  your  Face. 
None  fliall  be  there  that  fliall  have  treacherous  Ears  ? 
And  carry  o'er  our  Thre/hold  what  he  hears;  • 
And  that  thy  Boon  Companions  may  be  fit,  40 

Seftimlits  too ,  and  Brutm  I'll  invite ; 
And  if  no  dearer  Mifs,  or  better  Fcaft, 
Holds  L^abin ,  he  /hall  make  another  Gueft ; 
I've  Room  enough ,  and  each  may  bring  his  Friends, 
But  fweat  at  Tables  too  much  throng'd  offends.         4^ 
Pray ,  fend  Me  word  what  time  you  will  be  here , 
How  many  Friends  you'll  brings  forges  thy  Care, 
""And  whilft  thy  Clients  throng  about  thy  Hall , 
Creep  forth  thro'  the  back  Door ,  and  bilk  'em  all. 


E  P  I  s  T.    VI. 

To  his  Friend  Numicus  ,    where  he  fhews  the  Method 
to  gain  true  Ha^pinefs, 


TO  admire  nothing  (as  moft  are  wont  to  do) 
It  is  the  only  Method  that  I  know, 
To  make  Men  Happy ,  and  to  keep  'em  fo. 
Some  view  this  glittering  Sun,   and  glorious  Stars, 
And  all  the  various  Seafons  free  from. Fears  ;  ^ 

Well  then ,  thofe  Gifts  of  Earth ,  the  Gums  and  Gold , 
Which  fweec  Arabia  and  the  Indies  hold , 
Applaufe  and  Office ,  that  miftaken  good , 
That  great  Preferment  of  the  Roman  Crowd ; 
When  thefe  are  view'd  with  all  their  gawdy  Show,  i® 
Howoalm  (hou'd  beourthoughts,howfmooth  our  brow! 
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Now  thofe  that  fear  their  Oppofites ,  admire 

Thefe  Toys ,  as  much  as  he  that  doth  defire  s 

For  both  fides  fear  left  Things  their  Hopes  deceive, 

And  both  at  fudden  Difappointments  grieve  .  IS 

Whether  one  joy ,  or  grieve ,  or  hate ,  or  love , 

Or  ftrive  to  Tnim ,  or  eajerly  approve , 

'Tis  ail  alike  if  the  Event  appears, 

Or  worfe,  or  better,  than  he  hopes  or  fears. 

He  Hands  amaz'd  with  fixM  and  flaring  Eyes ,  2.0 

His  Limbs  and  Soul  grow  ftiff  at  the  Surpriz-e : 

The  Juft  will  be  Unjuft,  Wife  void  of  Wit, 

That  feek  e'en  Virtue  more  than  what  is  fit : 

Now  go,  let  Gold  and  Statues  charm  thine  Eyes, 

Go  ,  and  admire  thy  Gems  and  Tyrian  Dyes  :  ^5* 

Rejoice  that  when  you  fpeak  Men  gape  and  waits 

Go  to  the  Court  betimes ,  and  come  home  late  j 

Left  Mutius  reap  a  greater  Crop  of  Corn , 

For 'tis  unfit,  fmce  not  fo  nobly  Born. 

Rather  let  him  be  wonder'd  at  by  you,  3^ 

Than  you  by  him,  'tis  better  of  the  two. 

Whatfc'er's  beneath  the  Ground  Age  brings  to  light, 

And  that  v.dll  bury  too ,  and  hide  the  bright. 

When  Appim  Way ,  and  Grippa^s  Porch,  fliall  know. 

And  fee  thee  famous,  thou  muft  walk  below,         ^^j 

As  NuTfja ,  and  as  Ancm  long  ago  • 

If  vexing  Pains  thy  Sides  ,  or  Kidneys  f  izie , 

Then  feek  fome  prefent  Cure  for  thy  Difeafe. 

Wou*dft  thou  live  well?  Who  not?  Then  quickly  ftrive  ? 

And  now  fmce  Virtue  only  this  can  give ,  40 

Then  leave  thy  falfe  Delights  ,  and  that  purfue  : 

But  if  you  think  their  wild  Opinion  true, 

(As  heedlefs  Minds  the  vaineft  Things  approve) 

That  Words  make  Virtue  juft  as  Trees  a  Grove. 

Then  follow  Wealth,  make  that  thy  chiefeft  Care,"^  45- 

See  none  Foreftal ,  and  none  Ingrofs  the  Fair ,         S» 

Or  bate  the  Prices  of  thy  precious  Ware.  J 

Then  get  One  thoufand  Talents  ,  then  one  more , 

And  then  another,  and  then  fquare  the  Stores 


■} 
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For  by  this  Emprefs  Wealth  is  all  beftow'd ,  1  jo 

A  rich  and  honefl:  Wife,  and  ev'ry  Good,  > 

As  Beauty,  Friends,  and  Noblenefs  of  Blood.       J 
'The  Rich  and  Mony'd  Man  hath  ev'ry  Grace, 
Perfwrfion  in  his  Tongue ,  and  Venus  in  his  Face  . 
The  Ca^paJocian  King  is  poor  in  Coin ,  XS 

Tho'  rich  in  Slaves ,  let  not  his  Way  be  thine. 
Lucttllu<  once  denrM  to  lend  the  .^tage 
A  thou(and  Suits  ,  fays  ,  Ho-a  can  I  engage , 
So  ma/iy  Suits  !'  And  yet  I'll  quickly  fend , 
ril  fearch  my  Store,  and  fee  what  I  can  lend:  6o 

And  ftreight  writes  word  ,  I  have  Jive  thottfand  good , 
And  they  might  take  as  many  as  they  'i)OGud, 
That's  an  unfurnilh'd  Houfe,  that  Mafter  poor, 
Which  hath  Things  necelTary ,  and  no  more. 
And  whofe  fuperfluous  Plenty  not  deceives  ,  65 

And  'fcapes  the  Mafter's  Eye,  and  proiits  Thieves. 
If  Weilth  can  make  thee  bleft,  and  keep  thee  fo. 
Mind  it  the  firfl;  and  the  laft  thing  you  do . 
If  Offices,  and  all  their  gawdy  Pride, 
Then  buy  a  witty  Slave  to  guard  thy  fidej  70 

To  tell  thee  great  Mens  Names,  and  Nobles  fliow, 
And  warn  thee  to  bow  Popularly  low; 
Sir ,  that*s  a  Lord ,  and  this ,  Sir's  fuch  a  One , 
He  bears  the  great  eft  Sway  in  all  the  Town : 
Unlefs  you  cri-nge  and  get  his  Voice,  defpair ,  jf 

His  Vote  difpofes  of  the  Confur.r  Chair  : 
Sir,  as  their  Tears  require ,  feme  Fathers  call. 
Some  Sons ,  and  p  leaf  ant  ly  adopt  them  all. 
If  he  lives  well  that  eats  well ,  come  'tis  light, 
Let's  go,  led  by  our  ruling  Appetite.  S« 

Let's  Fifh  and  Hunt  as  Gargil  us'd  to  do. 
Who  ev'ry  Morning  bad  his  Servants  go , 
With  Poles ,  and  Nets  ,  and  Spears ,  and  march  along 
The  wcll-fill'd  Market-place ,  and  bufie  Throng  . 
That  one  of  many  Mules  might  carry  home  8  j 

A  Boar,  that  he  had  bought,  thro'  gazing  Rome^ 
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Let's  Bath ,  e'en  whilft  the  undigefted  Load 

Lyes  crude ,  forgetting  what  is  juft  and  good  ; 

Fit  to  be  wax'd ,  Uly[fes  Mates  outright , 

Who  lov'd  their  Country  l^fs  than  bafe  Delight .  $• 

If  nothing ,  as  Mimerrms  ftrives  to  prove , 

Can  e'er  be  pleafant  without  wanton  Love ; 

Then  hVe  in  wanton  Love,  thy  Sport  purfue, 

Let  that  employ  thy  precious  Times  Adieu. 

If  you  know  better  Rules  than  thefc,  be  free,  ^j 

Impart  them,  but  ii  not,  ufe  thefe  with  me. 

E  P  I  S  T.    VII. 

I.  He  excufeth  himfelf  for  mt  waiting  on  Maecenas* 

2..  Commends  his  Generofity,     3,  HU  rm- 

derate  Defies. 

I.  TN  five  days  time  I  promised  you ,  my  Lord, 

JL  To  be  in  Town 

And  yet  all  Auguji  paft  have  broke  my  Words 

But,  Sir,  if  you  defign  that  I  fhou'd  live  , 

While  now  I  fear  I  {hall  be  fickly ,  give  / 

That  Pardon  to  me  which  you  wou'd  allow, 

Suppofe,  my  Lordy  I  were  already  fo; 

While  Autumn  burns",  and  Dog-ftars  Beams  do  rage , 

While  all  Difeafes  that  attend  on  AgQ 

Are  waiting  now  upon  the  aged  Year,  ")  lO 

While  frequent  Mourners  in  fad  Pomp  appear , 

And  careful  Parents  for  their  Children  fear. 

When  each  Officious  Vifit  furely  kills , 

Brings  dangerous  Feavers  and  unfeals  our  Wills; 

If  winter's  /harp,and  fpreads  the  Fields  with  Snows,^  i  $ 

Down  to  the  warm  Sea  fide  thy  Poet  goes,  ^ 

There  ftudy  little ,  and  take  foft  Repofe,  J 

And  then  when  Spring  returns ,  and  Swallows  come , 

V'^  fee  you  J  if  you  plecfe,  my  Lord,  at  Rome. 

I  !•  Your 


} 


E  P  I  S  T.  VII.    Lib.  I       ^(fj 

I L  Your  Kindnefs  makes  me  rich ,  unlike  co  theirs  im 
Who  thus  invite  their  Guelts  to  eic  their   Pears, 
Come  ,  pray  ,  Sir  ,  eat :  Sir ,  I'm  content  with  thefi  ; 
Then  pray,  Sir,  take  as  many  as  you  pleafes 
Yeur  little  Boys  will  eat  them ,  cho*  but  fmall  ; 
Thanks  ,  Sir,  as  much  a^  if  I  took  them  all:  zf 

Then  pray ,  Sir ,  take  them ,  yet  as  you  think  fit , 
But  all  the  Pears  you  leave  my  Hogs  mufl  eat: 
Fools  only  give  what  they  do  fcorn  and  hate ,  i 

This  Seed  ftill  hath ,  and  ftill  will  bear  ingrate  : 
But  when  the  wife  Men  and  the  good  beflow ,        1  3^ 
Tho'they  true  worth,  from  bare  pretences  know,  > 
They  tell  you  ,  you  deferv'd  it  long  a^o.  J  j   ' 

If  you  wou'd  have  me  ftill  attend  your  Train , 
Reftore  my  Vigour  and  my  Youth  again  ; 
My  curl'd  black  Locks  fpread  o'er  my  narrow  Face,  |5» 
Reftore  my  merry  Talk ,  and  fmiling  Grace ; 
And  make  me  fit  again  for  Loves  Defign  , 
And  t'  mourn  coy  Cynera  o*er  a  Glafs  of  wine. 
A  hungry  Fox,  when  pinchM  for  want  of  Meat, 
Crept  thro'  a  little  hole  to  heaps  of  Wheat ,  4« 

And  there  well  fill'd  he  wou'd  return  again 
Thro'  the  fame  chink  ',  he  ilrove ,  but  ftrove  in  vsin  : 

II  L  When  lo  the  Weefei  cry'd  ,  Ahfnrd  dejt^n,^ 
Fox ,  yoH  were  thin  and  lean  when  yotlgot  in^         ^      ^  • 
And  if  you  would  get  out  be  quite  as  thin,  J  .  r 

Is  this  apply'd  to  me  ?  I  now  reftore 
The  Gifts  that  came  from  you ,  and  ask  no  more. 
The  common  People's    lleep  I  do  not  praifc, 
Caufe  full  my  felf  and  fure  of  happy  Days. 
Nor  wou'd  I  fell  my  Freedom  and  my  Eafe ,  ^* 

For  rich  Arabia,  or  the  richer  Seas. 
My  Lord  M^cenas,  you  do  oft  admire 
And  praife  the  Modcily  of  my  Defire, 
Y<)U  King  and  Father  1  do  oft  confefs. 
When  prefem,  and  vrhcn  abfent  fpeak  no  i.efs ,:        ff 

U 


2^5      E  P  I  S  T.  Vir.    Lib.  I. 

Now  try  if  I  can  quietly  reftgn 

Whatever  I  have ,  be  poor ,  and  not  repine  : 

Telemachtis  faid  well ,  a  barren  place 

I  rule ,  unfit  for  Horfe ,  it  yields  no  Grafs  i 

Nor  is  it  fpread  into  a  fpacious  Plain.  ^O 

Atrides  take  your  Prcfents  back  again : 

Mean  Things- do  fuit  mean  Men.   IJnmov'd  I  fee 

'Rome'z  Pomp  and  State ,  they  are  no  Charms  to  me. 

But  unfrequented  Tybur's  quiet  eafe , 

The  Ihady  Plains,  and  foft  Tarentum  pleafe.  6^ 

Philip  ,  the  famous  Lawyer  ,  coming  home ,, 

(And  as  he  walkM  the  tedious  Streets  of  Ro7ve; 

Now  old,  complaining,  from  his  Houfe  to  Court 

Did  feem  a  tedious  way ,  tho'  once  but  fhort) 

He  faw  a  fpruce  neat  Fellov/  of  the  Town  70 

Paring  his  Nails  hard  by ,  and  all  alone. 

Vcmetrim  (he  then  waited  on  his  Lord) 

Go  qtnckly -i  rnn-y  enquire  and  bring  me  word -^ 

Who  that  Man  is  ,  what  Trade ,  and  vohat  Eft  at  e. 

Who  is  his  Patrfin  ,  ^Oy  and  tell  rnc  ftraight,  y^ 

He  runs ,  comes  back ,  and  iays  \  the  Man  by  Name 

Vulteim  Mena  Ipotlefs  in  his  Fame , 

By  Trade  a  Cryer,  his  Eftate  but  fmall, 

Enough  for  Nature's  Wants ,  and  that's  his  All ; 

Novy'  takes  his  Eafe ,  and  now  his  Gam.e  purfues ,      8i» 

Knows  how  to  get  him  Wealth,  and  how  to  ufe 

His  Friends ,  his  Equals ,  and  his  Houfe  his  own  i 

And  when  his  Bus'nefs  and  his  Cares  are  done, 

He  freely  takes  the  Pleafures  of  the  Town. 

WelU  I  mnft  talk  with  him,  go  ftreight  invite »  Sj 

Go  tell  him  he  mnfl  Sttp  with  mf  to  Night, 

He  went ,  but  Mena  fcarce  believes  the  Boy  3 

Silently  wond'ring  betwixt  Fear  and  Joy ; 

At  lafts  pleads  bufmefs :  What ,  am  I  denfd? 

Yes  he  denies  you  out  of  Fear ,  or  Pride ;  90 

Next  Morning  early  Philip  chanc'd  to  meet 

Vnlteim ,  felling  Toys  about  the  Street » 
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He  comes  up  to  him  there ,  and  kindly  faid , 

Good-morrow ,  firlt.     Mcna  excus'd  his  Trade , 

The  Clog  that  hindred  that  he  did  not  wait         -       pf 

This  Morning  early  at  his  Worfliip's  Gate ; 

And  laftly  that  he  had  not  feen  him  firft. 

Says  Vhili^y  if  you'll  Sup  with  me  to  Night, 

I  will  forgive  you:  Sky  what ym  think  fit: 

I'U  wait  on  you  y  Then  come  at  Three,  he  faid;         lOO 

Befure  you  come;  now  go ,  and  mind  your  Trade  . 

He  came  and  Supp'd,  andTalk'd,  and,  well  contents 

He  thank'd  his  Worfliip  ,  and  away  he  went . 

When  after  this  he  was  obferv'd  to  wait , 

And  often  come  to  tafte  the  treacherous  Bait;  loy 

Each  Morn  a  Client,  and  a  Gueft  at  Noon;  ") 

One  Feaft,  when  no  Court  bufmefs  coiiM  be  done,  > 

His  Patron  ask'd  him  to  ride  out  a  Town ;  J 

He  YiQ\Asy  and  mounted  on  a  ftately  Horfe, 

He  entertains  him  with  a  long  Difcourfe;  lu 

The  Sahine  healthy  Air ,  and  fruitful  Field 

He  praifeth ;  Vhilip  faw  his  drift  and  fmil'd , 

And  £0  to  end  the  Talk,  and  make  more  fport, 

He  gives  him ,  and  (to  cut  the  Story  fhort) 

Lends  him  two  hundred  Pounds ;  and  then pcrfwades  i\f 

To  buy  a  Farm ,  and  leave  his  former  Trades ; 

He  takes  the  Counfel ,  buys ,  and  leaves  the  Town 

Puts  off  the  modilh  Sparky  and  turns  a  Clovon: 

Talks  nothing  but  of  Furrows,  and  of  Vines, 

Improvement  of  his  Land,  and  fuch  Defigns;  i2# 

He  minds  his  Trees ,  and  takes  a  World  of  Pain  , 

Grows  Grey  upon  his  Cares ,  and  thoughts  of  Gain ; 

But  when  his  Sheep  were  iofl  he  knew  not  how,")     ~ 

His  Goats  difeas'd ,  His  Corn  refused  to  grow ,      > 

;^nd  laboring  Oxen  dy'd  beneath  the  Plough:         J  iT^s 

yex*d  at  the  various  lofs ,  away  he  goes , 

•At  midnight,  in  a  Rage,  to  ?hilif%  Houfe; 
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When  Vhilip  faw  him  ha(Hly  appear , 

Deform*d  and  rough  his  Face,  untrimM  his  Hairs 

Mena>  fays  he.  Ten  fpend your  felfvoith  Care,  J  IJG 

Good  Patron,  he  cry'd  out,  in  wild  affright. 

Pray  ,  call  me  Wretch ,  if  you  wou'd  call  me  right  j 

By  thee,  by  all  that's  good ,  and  all  that's  dear. 

By  all  you  love,  my  Lord,  and  all  you  fear, 

1  beg  your  I'itys  eafe  my  vexing  Pain,  13^^ 

And  turn  me  to  my  former  Life  again  * 

He  that  hath  once  perceivM  the  treacherous  Bait> 

And  how  his  iirfl  excells  his  prefent  State, 

Let  him  return  unto  his  former  Care  , 

And  follow  what  he  left ;  'tis  jufl:  and  fair,  ^  14® 

Bv  our  own  Foot  to  meafure  what  we  are  . 


} 


;  E  P  i  S  T-     VIII. 
To  his  Friend    C  E  L  s  U  S. 

Me  (cm^lains  of  the  Suknefs  of  his  Mind,  and  giuei 
his  Friend  Advice* 

GO  prithee ,  Mufe ,  my  loving  Thoughts  exprefs ; 
And  Vv'ifh  my  Celfns  Health  and  Happinefs : 
And  if  by  chance  he  asks  thee  how  I  do , 
Tell  him  I  make  a  Noife ,  a  gawdy  (hows 
I  promife  mighty  Things ,  I  nobly  ftrive  j  ^ 

Yet  fay  what  ill ,  unpleafant  Life  I  live : 
Not  'caufe  the  Hail  doth  break  my  Vines ,  or  beat 
My  Corn,  nor  caufe  my  Olives  fhrink  with  heat  j 
Or  Herbs  grow  fickly  in  my  Foreign  Plains 
No ,  but  becaufe  my  Soul  is  vex'd  with  Pain,  I**, 

(The  Body  found)  it  is  a  fliarp  Difeafe* 
And  yet  I  can't  endure  to  hear  of  Eafe: 
I  ftorm  at  my  Phyfician ,  hate  my  Friend , 
Becaufe  they  ftrive  co  wake  my  drOwfie  Mind :. 
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What's  good  I  hate,  and  what  will  hurt  approve,"^  if 

Unfettled  ftill ,  and  as  wild  Fancies  rove , 

At  Tyber  i  Rome,  at  Rome  I  Tyber  love  • 

Then  ask  him  how  he  doth  with  his  Command, 

And  how  he  pleafeth  Clandim  and  his  Band  \ 

If  he  lays  well ,  then  firfl:  be  fure  rejoice ,  a® 

And  after  ,  with  a  fmall  inftru£l:ive  Voice , 

Infufe  this  Precept  at  his  lift'ning  Ear , 

We  will  bear  you,  as  you  your  Fortune  bean 


E  P  I  s  T.    IX. 

\\      He  Commends  his  Friend  Septimius  to  Clau- 
dius Nero. 

I  Think  my  Friend ,  my  Dear  Septimius ,  knew 
How  great  an  Intereft ,  Sir ,  I  have  in  you ; 
For  he  ftill  asks  and  begs  mc  as  a  Friend , 
He  importunes  mc  that  I  wou'd  Commend , 
And  bring  him  to  your  Service ',  he  is  fit 
For  Nero's  Train  and  Love ,  who  does  admit 
None  but  good  Men ,  and  Men  of  Senfe  and  Wit 
He  thinks  me  Intimate ,  my  Intereft  good , 
And  more  than  I  my  felf  e*er  underftood : 
I  longdenyM,  a  thoufand  tricks  I  us'd,  j# 

And  urg*d  a  thoufand  things  to  be  excus'd ; 
But  fearing  I  fliou*d  feem  to  ftiy  ,  to  own 
My  Pow'r  with  you ,  kind  to  my  felf  alone , 
And  fcandals  of  a  worfer  fault  prevent , 
I'm  turn'd,  my  Lord,  a  modeft .Impudent,  ijT 

I  boldly  ask  s  now  if  you  can  Commend 
My  boldnefs  in  the  Service  of  my  Friend , 
Accept  Septimius y  let  him  fill  your  Train, 
I  promife  him  a  ftout  and  honeft  Man . 
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E  P  I  S  T.    X. 

To  his  Friend  Fuscus  Aristius. 

I,  TrefcTs  the  Country  before  the  City.    2.  The 
Covetous  mitfi  be  Slaves, 


> 

} 


I,     A  LL  Health  I  Lover  of  the  Country  fend 

XJL  To  FufcHSy  the  gay  City's  greateit  Friend; 
Brothers  in  all  things  elfe ,  what  one  approves , 
Or  flies ,  the  other  likewife  hates  or  loves , 
We  Nod  together  like  old  acquainted  Doves . 
And  now  we  difagree  in  this  alone, 
Our  humours  differ  here  i  you  love  the  Town  , 
And  I  the  plcafant  Plains ,  and  purling  Flood , 
The  Groves ,  and  mofly  Banks ,  and  fliady  Wood  • 
In  (hort,  I  live,  I  reign,  fmce  I'm  retir'd  10 

From  that  which  you  as  much  as  Heav'n  admlr'd, 
3,  Like  one  at  laft  from  the  Prieils  fervice  fled , 
5,  Loathing  the  hony'd  Cakes ,  I  long  for  Bread : 
Do  you  a  Life  to  Nature's  Rules  delign , 
And  feek  fome  fit  Foundation  to  begin,  ij* 

Some  'Bajis  where  this  happy  Frame  to  raife  ? 
The  quiet  Country  is  the  fitteft  place  . 
Where  is  the  Winter's  Cold  more  mild  than  here  ? 
And  when  the  Sun  afcends ,  and  burns  the  Year , 
Where  does  a  more  delightful  Wind  aflwage  20 

The  Dog-ftar's  fury,  or  the  Lion's  rage? 
Or  where  do  envious  Cares  break  fewer  Dreams? 
Do  Flowers  ihine  lefs  ,  or  fmell  lefs  fweet  than  Gems? 
Are  Screams  more  pure  thatLead^n  Pipes  convey ,  1 
Than  thofe  fair  Springs  that  with  their  wanton  play  ,  Kzy 
And  gentle  murmurs,  eat  their  eafie  Way?  J 

E'en  midft  our  Palaces  we  plant  a  Grove , 
And  Gardens  drefsi  our  Care  (how?  what  we  love; 
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That  Houfe  is  moft  efteem'd ,  he  wifely  builds 

That  hath  a  Profpe^t  to  the  open  Fields  .  3O 

Strive  to  expel  ftrong  Nature ,  'tis  in  vain , 

With  doubled  force  flie  will  return  again , 

And  conquering  rife  above  the  proud  difdain  . 

Not  thofe  that  drive  a  Trade  in  Tyrian  Dyes , 

Yet  know  not  Counterfei:s ,  nor  how  to  prize,        35* 

More  vexing  and  more  certain  Cheats  purfue , 

Than  thofe  that  can't  diftinguifa  falfe  from  true  . 

Thofe  whom  the  Smiles  of  Fate  too  much  delight, 

Their  iudden  Frowns  more  fiiake  and  more  aiTrighs* 

"What  you  admire,  you  v4Jl  be  loath  to  iofei  40 

Greatnefs  and  Fortune's  gilded  fnares  refufe  : 

»  ^n  hnmble  Roof,  plain  'Bed,  and  humble  'Board, 

3,  More  clear  and  more  untainted  fweets  afford , 

3,  Than  all  the  Tumult  of  vain  greatnefs  brings", 

5>  To  Kings  ,  or  the  fwoln  Favourites  of  Kings .      4f 

II.  Both  fed  together,  'till, with  injur'ous  force, 
The  ftouter  Deer  expell'd  the  weaker  Horfe : 
He  beaten  flies  to  Man  to  right  his  Caufe » 
Begs  help }  and  takes  the  Bridle  in  his  Jaws . 
Yetjtho'  heconquer'dj  tho'  he  rul'd  the  Plain,       50 
He  bore  the  Rider  flill ,  and  felt  the  Rein . 
Thus  the  mean  Wretch ,  that  fearing  to  be  poor  > 
Poth  fell  his  Liberty  for  meaner  Ore , 
Muft  bear  a  Lord?  he  muft  be  llili  a  Slave 3 
That  cannot  ufe  th^  little  Nature  gave  .  SS 

Him  whom  his  Wealth  doth  not  exa6tly  fit  > 
Whofe  Stores  too  clofely?  or  too  loofely  fit. 
Like  Shoes  ill  made  and  faulty ,  if  too  great 
They  overturn ,  and  pinch  him  if  too  ilrait  • 
Content ,  u^riftius ,  with  thy  prefent  ftore ,  4^ 

Thou  wilt  live  wifely  and  not  wilh  for  more  j 
And  let  me ,  prithee ,  feel  thy  fharp  reproof, 
If  I  ftiall  ftrive  for  more  than  juft  enough . 
Mony  muft  rule ,  or  muft  obey  the  Mind , 
More  fit  for  Service  than  for  Rule  defign'd  •  6s 

U  4. 
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Behind  Vacnna's  Fane  thefe  Lines  I  drewi 

Weil  pleas'd  with  ev'ry  thing ,  but  wanting  you^         ; 

E  P  I  s  T.    XL 

To  his  Friend  Bullatus  ,    ^ho  had  been  Travelling; 
That  Haptinefs  may  he  had  any  where, 

BUllatjiS ,  how  did  pretty  Samos  /how ,  "J 

Chios  and  ftately  Sardis  ,  let  me  know ,  V 

If  they  are  fhch  as  Fame  reports ,  or  no  ?  J  i 


} 


If  they  are  fhch  as  Fame  reports 

Or  can  you  find  more  pretty  things  at  home  ? 

Are  all  thefe  Places  mean  compared  to  Rome? 

©r  eife  doib  fome  Attalian  City  pleafe , 

Or  Lebedtis ,  where  tirM  with  boifl'rous  Seas , 

And  tedious  Roads ,  you  firlt  fat  down  to  Eafe  ? 

Kow  Defart  Lebedus  contains  but  few, 

And  lefs  than  Gabii  or  Fidena  knew.  lo 

Yet  there  m.y  days  I  with  Content  cou'd  fpend? 

Forget,  and  be  forgot  by  ev*ry  Friend. 

There  fafe  at  fliore  fee  Winds  and  Storms  engage. 

And  fmile  from  Land  at  diftant  Neptune's  Rage: 

JBut  he  that  comes  to  Rome ,  thro*  Rain  and  Mire ,    ly 

Wou'd  not  live  always  by  a  Kitchin  Fire . 

And  he  that's  cold  commends  not  Baths  and  Heat, 

As  if  they  made  a  happy  Life  compleat . 

Nor  'caufc  Storms  tofs  IhouMft  thou  ftralt  feek  thy  Eafe  ^ 

And  fell  thy  Ship  beyond  cyEgaan  Seas  •  ao 

Fair  Mytelne  will  prove  as  great  a  good 

To  Men  of  fober  Minds  >  as  Tyber*s  Flood 

To  Swimmers,  when  cold  Winds  feverely  blowr 

As  Freeze  in  Summer  ,  Silks  in  Froft  and  Snow. 

While  Fortune  fmiles  j>  and  gives  thpe  happy  days ,  zf 

Chios  at  Rome,  and  abfent  Samos  praife  i 

Take  thankfully  thofe  hours  the  Gods  Ihall  give  i 

JIfe  while  you  may ,  and  \>s  not  flow  to  live  a 
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For  if  'tis  Reafon ,  and  not  change  of  Air  , 

That  brings  fofi  Reft ,  and  frees  our  Souls  from  Care, 30 

Thofe  that  beyond-Sea  go  fhall  fadly  find , 

They  change  their  Climate  only  ,  no:  their  Mind  • 

A  bufie  Idlenefs  deftroys  our  Eafe, 

We  Ride  and  Sail  to  feek  for^appinefs. 

Yet  what  we  feek  with  ev'ry  Tide  and  Wind,       "]  35" 

We  can  e'en  here ,  or  at  Ulubra  find  , 

If  we  can  have  but  a  contented  Mind  » 

E  p  I  s  T.  xri. 


i 


i,  Dejlres  his  Friend  Iccius  to  be  content.    2.  Commends 

Pompey  Grofphus  to  him.     3,  Tel/s  how  the 

Affairs  in  Italy  fiand. 


rat 
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1.  TF  You  can  ufe  Agrip^d*s  vaft  Eftate , 

X  Which  now  you  mmage ,  'tis  the  height  of  Fate> 
Not  Jove  himfelf  cou'd  give  a  greater  ftore, 
Tho*  grown  profufes  my  Friend  complain  no  more 
He  that  hath  things  for  ufe  is  never  poor. 
If  thoa  haft  cleanly  Food  and  Suits  enow , 
What  more  than  this  can  kingly  Weilth  beftow  ? 
If  at  full  Tables,  ftor'd  with  dainty  Meat, 
You  can  contain  ,  and  Herbs  and  Mallows  eat , 
Thus  thou  wilt  live ,  if  prodigal  of  her  ftore ,  I* 

The  Golden  Streajcns  of  Fortune  gild  thee  o'er ; 
'Caufe  Mony  cannot  Nature's  ftamp  deface , 
And  all  things  you  below  true  Virtue  place : 
Why  ftiou'd  we  wonder,  is  it  ftrange  to  find, 
Democritus  grown  poorer ,  while  his  Mind 
Was  gone  abroad ,  and  left  his  Limbs  behind  ? 
while  you  thro'  clogs  of  Gain  can  nobly  climb. 
And  midft  dull  Avarice  think  on  things  Sublime ; 
Wha^  bounds  the  raging  Sea ,  what  rules  the  Year  ? 
Wiiecher  ?  by  their  own  force ,  the  Planets  zizy        m^ 
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Or  fome  fupenor  Guide  ?  What  fpreads  the  Night  ? 

What  hides  the  Moon?  What  fills  her  Face  with  Light  ? 

What  difagreeing  Seeds  of  Things  can  make  ? 

The  Stoicks  or  Empedodes  miftake  ? 

What-ever  Life  you  live,  or  Filhes  drefs'd  ,  "^  2.^ 

Or  Leeks  and  Onions  kill'd  do  make  your  Feaft ;     ^ 

II.  Be  kind,  let  Pompey  Grojphus  be  your  Gueft.  J 
What  he  Ihall  ask  (he'll  ask  but  little)  grant, 
Friends  are  in  fmall  Efleem  where  good  Men  want . 

II L  But  now  to  tell  how  Rome's  ASms  doftand,30 
Cantahria  yields  to  ftout  Agrippa's  Hand  s 
Armenia  Clandim  Nero's  Courage  feels  , 
The  haughty  Parthian  now  to  Cafar  kneels : 
And  golden  Plenty ,  with  a  bounteous  Hand , 
iUch  Harveiis  freely  fcatters  o'er  our  Land.  %f 


E  P  I  S  T.    XIII. 


"%  his  Friend  Vinnlus  Afella ,   aUnt  prefenting 
his  'Books  to  Cicfar, 


AS  I  advis*d  you  oft  before  you  went, 
I  beg  thee,  Vinnius,  now  my  Books  prefent 
To  Cxfar^  feal'd;  when  vexing  Cares  are  fled, 
When  well ,  when  merry  ,  when  he  asks  to  read  : 
Left  over-bufie  in  thy  kind  Defigns  ,  j 

You  chufe  ill  Hours ,  and  make  him  hate  my  Lines : 
But  if  the  Pack  fliall  pinch  thee  throw  it  down , 
Refufe  to  bear  it ,  and  the  weight  difown , 
Rather  than  having  paft  the  tedious  Road , 
Thy  Saddle  fliake ,  and  ftrive  to  caft  the  Load  s        lo 
And  thus  make  good  thy  Father's  ancient  Name? 
Be  Jfs  indeed ,  a  publick  Talk  and  Shame ; 
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With  all  thyftrength  o'er  Lakes  and  Mountains  run/ 
And  ,  when  thofe  Streights  are  paft,you  reach  the 

Town, 

Take  heed ,  and  what  you  bring  difclofe  to  none  :  J  ij 
Be  fhy,  and  cautious,  nor  my  Books  proclaim, 
Nor  bear  them ,  as  a  Rufiick  wou'd  a  Lamb , 
Under  thy  Arm ,  as  if  thy  Hands  were  full , 
As  drunken  Pythia  carries  pilfer'd  Wooll : 
As  when  invited  to  his  Landlord's  Houfe ,  19 

A  Country  Tenant  bears  his  Hat  and  Shoes : 
Proclaim  not  that  you  fweat  thofe  Lines  to  bear, 
Which  will  detain  Great  Cafar's  Eyes  and  Ear  s 
Make  all  the  hafte  my  eager  Wifli  requires  , 
Farewell,  take  heed  you  Anfwer  my  Defires.  aj 


EPIST.    XiV. 

To  his  Steward ,  that  he  prefers  the  Country  before  th^ 
City-,  and  vohy* 

YOU  Steward  of  my  Woods  and  pleafant  Plain , 
Which  when  I  reach ,  I  am  my  felf  again : 
Contemn'd  by  you,  tho'  it  hath  kept  alone  "^ 

Five  ancient  Dwellers  ,  and  is  often  known  ^ 

To  fend  five  Senators  to  'B aria's  Town .  J    j 

Come,  now  'tis  time,  let's  fee  which  of  the  two, 
I  from  my  Mind,  or  from  my  Paftures  you, 
Can  pluck  Thorns  befl: ,  and  which  is  better  tiJl'd , 
And  which  is  better  ,  Horace ,  or  his  Field ; 
Tho'  Lamia's  Piety  ,  and  mournful  Care ,  jo 

That  weeps  his  Brother's  Fate ,  detains  me  here : 
Yet  ftill  my  Mind's  abroad ,  my  Soul  doth  ftrive 
To  break  the  Bars ,  and  get  free  room  to  live  • 
I  praife  the  Country ,  you  the  happy  Town : 
He  that  loves  others  Stares  diflikes  bJs  ovfa;  i;- 
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We  blame  the  Places,  both  deceived  and  Fools, 

*Tis  undefervM,  the  fault  is  in  our  Souls . 

Our  Souls  that  are  their  own  Companions  ftill , 

And  groan  beneath  xheir  Native  load  of  111 : 

In  Town  your  Wilhes  beg'd  the  Fields  and  Plain,     2^ 

A  Farmer  now  you  ask  the  Town  again". 

I  conftant  to  my  felf  part  grieved  from  home , 

When  hated  Bufmefs  forces  me  to  Rome, 

We  two  do  very  different  Things  admire. 

We  widely  difagree  in  our  dellre ,  h^f 

What  you  call  lonely  Melancholy  Seats,. 

A  Man  of  my  Opinion ,  as  he  hates 

What  you  think  fair ,  accounts  them  fine  Reti'eats 

The  Oily  Ord'naries  ,  the  Stews  do  move 

Thy  Wiiiies  for  the  Town ,  they  raife  thy  Love .     30 

And  'caufe  my  little  Farm  doth  bear  no  Vine ,  '\ 

But  Frankincenfe  ,♦  I  fee  thy  wild  Defign  :  S* 

No  neighboring  Tavern  there  to  fell  thee  Wine^         J 

No.  wanton  Songftrefs  there  to  pleafe  thy  Senfe  :r 

And  raiie  thy  heavy  Limbs  into  a  Dance :  35 

Yet  thou  doft  labour ,  thou  doft  toyl  and  fow , 

And  break  thy  Fields.,  that  never  felt  the  Plough  :• 

Yet  you  take  Care,  you  walh  my  bleating  Flocks, 

And  ga.her  Boughs  to  feed  my  wearied  Ox. 

And  if  the  River  run. above  the  Bound,  "^-40. 

6'woln  big  with  Rain,  you  raife  a  ftronger  Mound,  ^- 

And  teach  it  to  forbear  the  Meadow  Grounds,      J. 

Now  why  thefe  things  io  differently  appear 

To  us,,  and  what  divides  our  Fancies ,  hear s 

I ,  that  lov'd  all  the  Frolicks  of  the  Town-,  4.5 

Curi'd  powder'd  Locks,  a  fine  and  gawdy  Gown} 

That  pleas'd  coy  Cynera  without  a  price , 

That  lovM  Debauch,  and  courted  ev'ry  Vice,, 

ISTow  like  jQiort  Suppers,  and  at  civil  Hours, 

And  Sleep  by  purling  Streams,  on  Banks  of  Flow'rs . JC 

i©>qce  to  be  wild  is  no  fuch  foul  difgrace,. 

Sut/tis  fo  itill  to  rvm  the  frantick  Race" 


EPIST.  XV.    Lib.  L        277 

There  on  my  Joys  no  Squint-ey'd  Envious  wait. 

None  frowns ,  none  looks  askew  3  no  fecret  hate , 

With  venom*d  Tooth,  doth  bite:  My  Neighbours  fmile^jr 

To  fee  me  bufy  at  my  little  Toil  • 

But  you  had  rather  be  fcmov*d  to  Town , 

That  way  your  Mind  and  eager  Wifties  run : 

The  City  Slaves,  the  while  the  Country  love, 

And  envy  thee ,  thy  Garden  and  thy  Grove  :  6"o 

The  Ox  the  Saddle  asks,  the  Afs  the  Plough, 

Let  All  (tliat's  befl)  purfue  the  Arts  they  know* 

EPIST.    XV. 

To  his  Friend  Vzhi   inquiring  what  he  can  have  m 

the  place  vohither  he  defigns  to  retire  for 

kis  Health. 

DEar  Valdi  prithee ,  quickly  fend  me  Word  j 
What  Velia ,  what  Salermmi  can  afford  ? 
How  hot  the  Winter  ?  If  the  Air  be  good  ? 
Whatmanner'd  Men  live  there?  And  what's  the  Road? 
True,  my  Phyfician  tells  me  I  may  ufe 
The  'Bajan  Baths,  but  thafe  their  help  refufc; 
Becaufe  in  Winter  cooler  Streams  I  chufe. 
That  I  fhould  leave  their  Groves,their  fulphurous  Scream  a 
So  fam'd  for  curing  knotty  Gouts  ,  contemn  j 
The  whole  Town  mourns,  and  curfes  the  Difeafe,   lo^ 
That  makes  us  feek  the  Clnjian  Springs  for  Eafe : 
That  makes  us  leave  her  Groves,  her  warmer  Seat, 
For  unfrequented  Gaby's  cool  Retreat. 
To  change  my  Station  now  I  mufl  begin. 
And  force  my  Horfe  beyond  my  ufual  Inn :  25- 

So  ho  ,  where  now  ?  the  angry  Riders  fay , 
And  flifly  pull  the  Rein ,  that's  not  the  way , 
W'C're  not  for  *Bay  or  Cume:  and  then  they  footha 
JR^t  bridled  Hgrfes  Ears  are  in  their  Mouth  o. 
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Which  yields  the  moft,  and  which  the  fweeteft  Grain  ?2® 

Whether  they  fet  out  Tubs  to  catch  the  Rain , 

Or  elfe  have  conftant  Springs,  their  Water  clear? 

For  I  don't  like  the  Wine  they  fancy  there? 

(True ,  when  at  home ,  then  any  Drink  will  pleafe  , 

But  when  I  go  abroad  to  take  my  Eafe ,  25 

Enjoy  Seas  Warmth ,  my  Thoughts  from  Cares  reprieve, 

My  Liquor  muft  be  good  ,  if  I  wou'd  live : 

Such  as  will  fill  my  Veins  with  gen'rous  fire , 

Bring  certain  Hopes  of  Health,  and  Thoughts  inlpire  : 

Such  as  may  make  my  wanton  Wiflies  rife ,  30 

And  fhow  me  young  and  grateful  to  my  Mifs:) 

Where  mofl  Hares  run ,  moft  Bores  infeft  the  Plains  ? 

Which  Sea  mofl  Oyfters,  which  mofl  Fifii  contains? 

That  while  I  live  I  may  be  plump  and  gay  i 

You  write  me  Word,    Til  credit  what  you  fay,       ^y 

Menius ,  when  all  his  little  Lands  were  gone , 

All  loofely  fpent,  and  he  a  Man  o'th*  Towns 

A  Bully,  at  no  certain  Board  he  din'd? 

No  Houfe  to  lodge ,  but  rail'd  at  Foe  and  Friend  j 

A  bitter  Rogue  to  Jeer ,  and  fiiarp  to  feign ,  40 

Severe  to  fcandali2.es  the  very  Bane 

And  Ruin  of  the  Shambles  s  what  he  got 

He  fwallow'ds  all  went  down  his  greedy  Throat* 

He  ,  v/hen  his  Cheats  not  anfwer*d  his  Defires  3 

When  little  came  from  Fops ,  and  bubbPd  Squires ,  47 

Wou'd  feed  on  Guts,  and  on  the  yiiefl  Meat, 

Swallowing  as  much  as  three  large  Bears  could  eats 

And  fober  he-,  while  thm  he  hardly  far^d, 

Wou'd  have  ,  forfooth ,  the  S^end- thrifts  'Bellies  feared: 

Yet  the  fame  Menim ,  when  his  gains  were  more ,     jo 

And  on  his  Gut  he  wafled  all  his  Store, 

Turn'd  all  to  Smoak  and  Aihes,  us'd  to  cry, 

JtJo  Wonder ,  Faith ,  to  fee  that  Men  feed  high , 

When  not  the  World  a  fairer  Sight  can  fl^oro  , 

Thaa  the  large  pickled  'Belly  of  a  Sorv»  jj 

I'm  jufl  like  him,  when  poor  ,  Oh  how  I  love 

T..e  Afe  and  \iitl<d  Sigre,  and  hov/  approve  i 
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when  rich ,  then  thofe  are  blefl ,  and  only  thofc ,  "J 
Whofe  ftately  Houfe  their  hidden  Treafure  ihows,  > 
None  live  fo  well, none  take  fuch  fofc  Repofe  •     j  6» 

EPIST.     XVI. 


I.  To  his  Friend  Quintus  ,    a  Defcribtion  of  his  little 
Farm,     2.  Advice  concerning  a  hapfy  Life, 

I.    A  SK  me. not,  §l^intns  ,  what  my  Farm  doth  yield, 
jLJl  Whether 'tis  Hay  or  Corn  that  crowns  my  Field  j 
Elms  cloath'd  with  Vines ,  or  Fruit ,  or  Olives  rife  , 
I'll  tell  you  what  it  is ,  and  how  it  lies. 
A  Ridge  of  Hills  a  fliady  Vale  divides  ,  j 

And  takes  the  Suns  kind  Rays  on  both  her  Sides  5 
The  right  Hand  opens  to  the  rifing  Day , 
The  left  Hand  gently  takes  the  fetting  Ray; 
You  like  the  Clime :  If  ev'ry  Hedge  that  grows 
Doth  blufh  in  Cornoils,  or  doth  mourn  in  Sloes,     10 
If  Beechen  Groves  and  fruitful  Oaks  afford 
Meat  for  my  Cattle ,  Shades  for  me  their  Lord , 
You*d  think  Tare-atum's  pleafant  Fields  remove 
To  wait  on  me ,  and  fpread  a  fhady  Grove  • 
A  pleafant  Spring,  almoft  a  River  flows  ,  if 

Not  Heher's  Streams  the  Thracian  Fields  inclofe 
with  Waves  more  cool  and  clear  j  the  waters  fpread 
To  purge  the  Stomach  good ,  and  cleanfe  ihe  Head  , 
Thefe  pleafant,  (nay  'tis  true)  thefe  fwcet  Retreats 
Preferve  my  Health  amidfl  the  Summers  Heats  .         2.0 
1 1,  And  you  live  well  0  if  what  Fame  fays  be  true , 
For  all  admii'e ,  and  Rome  doth  boafl  of  you  , 
She  calls  you  happy  ,  but ,  my  Friend  ,  I  fear 
You  more  believe  what  others  fay  you  are , 
Than  what  you  know  your  felf :  2./ 

Eileem  none  happy  but  the  Wife  and  Good ; 
Kor  when  you*ie  ilatter'd  by  the  heedlefs  Crowd ' 


}' 


28o        EPIST.  XVI.    Lib.  L 

That  you  look  well ,  dlflemble  thy  Difeafe , 

Sit  down  to  feaft,  and  give  it  time  to  feize , 

Until  it  /hakes  ,  and  thou  canft  eat  no  more :  36 

*Tis  foolifh  Shame  to  hide  a  fefl'ring  Sore. 

Suppofe  one  fpeaks  of  Wars  and  noble  Fights , 

And  with  tbefe  Words  thy  empty  Ears  delights : 

Jove  ,   who  for  you ,  and  for  the  People  Cares  , 

J^eaves  fiill  in  donht  whofe  Safety  mofi  prefers  >  3^ 

The  People  yours ,  or  elfe  the  People's  you , 

Dofi:  fee  this  Praife  is  only  Cafar's  due ; 

Yet  when  they  call  thee  Good,  canft  thou  agree? 

Canft  thou  confent  that  That  belongs  to  thee  ? 

For  you  and  I  both  love  the  Crowd  ftiou'd  fay      *)  40 

That  we  are  good ,   but  what  that  gives  to  Day  , 

To  Morrow,  if  it  pleafe,it  takes  away: 

As  when  it  Offices  on  Fools  beftows, 

They  call  them  back, and  fcorn  the  Man  they  chofe: 

Lay  down,  'tis  ours,  they  cry;  I  lay  it  down         45* 

Poor  naked  Wretch ,  and  griev'd  depart ,  and  frown  : 

The  fame  Crowd  calls  me  Thief,  they  pafs  a  Vote 

That  Tm  unchaji y  or  cut  my  Father's  Throat; 

And  with  falfj  Scandals  bite  me  i  muft  I  fear , 

Muft  I  look  pale  ibr  this  ?  Or  /bed  a  Tear  ?  je 

Falfe  Honours  pleafe,  and  falfe  Reports  diigrace 

And  Trouble,  whom?  The  vicious  and  the  bafe: 

Who  then  is  Good?  Why ,  he  that  keeps  the  Laws  j 

And  ancient  Rites  j  whofe  Word  fecures  a  Caufe  ; 

Who  reconciles  his  Neighbours,  free  from  Strife,      fj 

And  feems  to  lead  a  fair  and  honeft  Life : 

Yet  all  his  Neighbours  know  him  bafe  within  j 

His  Out-fide's  fair,  his  In-fide's  black  with  Sin« 

Suppofe  my  Slave  ftiou'd  fay,  I  neither  fly 3 

Nor  fteaL:  Well,  thou  haji  thy  Reward,  fay  /,  ^^ 

Thou  art  not  fcourg*d:  I  never  killed  a  Man, 

Welly  thou  /halt  not  be  hang*d ,  or  torn  with  Pain ; 

But  I  am  thrifty,  honeft,  good,  and  wife 3 

&ab4lks  omw^  grant  it^  nay  denies;. 
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For  crafty  Foxes  dread  the  fecret  Snare ,  ^f 

The  Kite  and  Hawk,  altho'  the  Bait  be  fair, 

Yet  never  Hoop  where  they  fufpe6t  a  Gin  i 

The  Good  for  Virtue's  fake  abhor  a  Sin . 

'Tis  fear  of  Punilhment  retrains  thy  Will> 

Give  Leave ,  how  eagerly  wou'dft  thou  be  ill  ?  7® 

Suppofe  you  ileal  few  Grains  from  ftores  of  Wheal, 

The  Lofs,  *tis  true,  is  lefs,  the  Crime's  as  great: 

The  Man  that's  honeft  in  the  People's  Eyes , 

When-e'er  he  kills  a  coftly  Sacrifice , 

A  Pig  or  Bull ,  and  while  his  Vows  are  good ,  7S 

jipdllo ,  Janus  hear ,  he  prays  aloud ; 

But  murmurs  foftly ,  to  be  heard  afraid , 

Good)  Good  hzYQxn.-3Lihe.tr  me  y  grant  me  Aid 

For  fuch  a  Cheat ,   let  all  believe  me  Goed,  T 

I*et  me  feem  jnfl  and  honefi  to  the  Crowd  y  >ZQ) 

And  o'er  my  Cheats  and  Forgeries  [pre ad  a  Cloud.       J 

How  are  the  Covetous  than  Slaves  more  free  > 

That  bafely  floop  for  ev'ry  Pin  they  fee, 

I  can't  imagine.     He  that  Jlill  doth  crave  ^ 

Mttft  fear ,  and  he  that  fears  muft  he  a  Slave :.  ^> 

For  he  hath  loft  his  Arms ,  and  bafely  fled , 

Left  Virtue's  Camp ,  and  all  her  Laws  betray'd  j 

That's  eager  to  be  rich,  that  ftrives  for  more. 

Goes  on ,  and  dies  beneath  the  weighty  Store : 

Forbear  to  kill  the  (Captive  thou  canft  fell ,  9® 

His  Work  will  bring  thee  Gain ,  he'll  ferve  thee  well : 

Whether  he  tills  thy  Field ,  or  feeds  thy  Sheep , 

Or  Sails ,  and  Winters  in  the  raging  Deep  : 

A  Man  that's  Good  and  Wife  will  boldly  fay. 

Well  Pentheus  ,i^w^  of  Thebes ,  Why  this  Delay  ?  cjf 

Fray ,  what  muji  I  expei^  ?  What  mnfi  I  fear  , 

What  undeferv*d  mnfi  I  he  fotc'd  to  bear  ? 

I'll  take  away  thy  Goods  :  My  Fioihs ,  my  Landt 

Tou  may  ,  'tis  fibje^i  all  to  your  Command : 

I'll  chain  and  rob  thee  of  thy  Liberty:,  lo® 

Ah  y  God  J  when-e'er  I  pleafi,  mil  fet  me  frea: 
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I  think  1  know  what  thefe  his  Words  defign , 
1*11  die ,  of  things  Death  is  the  utmcft  Line . 


EPIST.    XVII. 

Advifeth  his  Friend  Scxvz  to  chafe ,  and  kow  to  behave 

himfelf  in  the  Great  Mens  Acquaintance. 

THO' ,  Sc£va ,  thou  haft  Wit  enough  to  chufe 
The  Great  Mens  Favour,  and  art  skillM  to  ufe  5 
Yet  hear  what  thy  unskilful  Friend  can  fay. 
As  if  o-ne  blind  pretends  to  fhow  the  way ', 
Yet  fee  a  while  if  what  is  fairly  fliown  f 

Be  good ,  and  fuch  as  you  may  make  your  own  : 
Jf  you  delight  in  Eafe ,  and  quiet  Joys , 
If  ratHng  Coaches ,  and  the  Tavern's  Noife 
Bifturbs  thee ,  Scava ,  then  refufe  the  Charms 
Of  Greatnefs,  live  upon  thy  little  Farms  j  10 

3,  For  Pleafures  do  not  follow  only  Wealth ; 
3v  Nor  lives  he  ill,  that  lives  and  dies  by  ftealth  : 
But  if  you  love  to  aim  at  nobler  Ends , 
And  wou'd  be  able  to  afTift  your  Friends , 
Live  well  thy  felf,  and  better  thy  Eftate,  if 

Now  thou  art  dry,  go  foak  upon  the  Fat; 
If  Ariftippus  patiently  cou'd  Dine 
On  Herbs,  he  wou'd  the  Courts  of  Kings  decline; 
If  he  that  cenfures  me  knew  how  to  ufe 
The  Courts  of  Kings,  he  wou'd  his  Herbs  refufe;   20 
Now  which  of  thefe  you  think  is  beft  ,  declare ; 
Or  elfe ,  my  Junior  you ,  with  Patience  hear 
Why  Arijiippus  Humour's  beft  s  for  thus 
He  bob'd  the  Cynick ,  as  the  'Story  goes ; 
I  for  my  felf,  to  pi  eafe  the  People  you  1/ 

Break  Jeftsi  my  way's  the  better  of  the  two: 
I  make  my  Courts  am^ree  from  fear  or  forces 
To  carry  me  the  King  provides  a  Horfe , 
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while  you  beg  fcraps  j  and  tho*  you  boaft  you  live , 

And  nothing  want ,  are  lefs  than  thofe  that  give  :      3© 

All  Fortune  fitted  Ariftippm  well , 

Aiming  at  greater ,  pleas'd  with  what  befel : 

BLit  for  the  Cynick ,  I  fliou'd  think  it  ftrange , 

If  he  cou*d  look  but  comely  in  3,  Change  : 

The  one  will  not  expe£t  a  Purple  Coat ,  3  f 

But  howfoever  cloath'd,  he  walks  about  , 

Thro'  Court  and  Town,  and ,  with  a  decent  Art) 

7n  either  Habit  neatly  a6ts  his  Part; 

But  Purple ,  or  a  Gown  of  Cloth  of  Gold , 

The  other  hates ,  and  he  will  die  with  Cold  >  4® 

Unlefs  you  will  his  tatter*d  Rags  reftore  3 

Go  give  him  Rags ,  and  let  the  Fool  be  poor : 

To  War ,  and  Triumphs  near  Jove's  glorioas  Throne? 

'Tis  all  Divine,  'tis  Cafar's  work  alone; 

To  pleafe  the  Great  is  not  the  fmalleft  Praife  1  4T 

Not  all  can  go  to  (7or/>;f/7'now-a-days  s 

He  never  ftrives  that  doth  defpair  to  gain , 

Well ,  doth  he  bravely  a6t  that  doth  obtain  ? 

Yet  here;  or  no  where,  we  may  hope  to  find      1 

What  we  defire  :  By  one  the  weight's  declin'd  ,      K^o 

Too  great  for  his  fmall  Strength ,  and  little  Mind :  J    . 

Another  ventures,  takes,  and  bears  the  fame. 

Or  Virtue  is  a  Show ,  an  empty  Name , 

Or  he  that  tries  ,  walks  right  to  Wealth  and  Fame 

The  Man  that's  filent ,  nor  proclaims  his  Want ,       SS 

Gets  more  than  him  that  makes  a  loud  Complaint : 

It  differs  whether  fairly  you  receive , 

Or  rudely  fnatch  the  things  the  Great  can  give , 

Yet  that's  the  chiefell  meafure  how  to  live ; 

My  Mother's  poor,  my  Farm's  too  znean  to  fell,     60 

And  yet  not  yields  enough  to  keep  me  well , 

My  Niece  a  Portion  wants,  my  Fortune's  lows 

He  that  fays  thus,  he  cries  aloud,  'Befiorv  : 

And  when  he  hath  it ,  others  rife  and  fay , 

Divide  the  Booty,  we  will  fhare  the  Preyj  6  s 


} 


\ 
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.But  cou'd  the  talking  Crow  in  quiet  eat, 

His  Envy  had  been  Icfs ,  but  more  his  Meat ; 

A  fmall  Retainer  in  a  Noble's  Train 

To  fair  Surrentum ,  that  doth  ftill  complain , 

The  Road  is  bad,  it  Rains ,  'tis  very  Cold;  7® 

My  Chefi  is  rijied,  and  I've  loji  my  Gold  i 

Does  like  the  Jilting  Whores  that  often  mourn  > 

jih  mel  wy  Garter's  loft ,  my  Hood  is  torriy 

Until  at  laft ,  unheeding  the  Complaint , 

We  give  no  credit  to  their  real  want :  y$ 

A  Man,  that  hath  been  once  abus*d-,  grows  fliys 

He  views  a  Cripple  with  an  heedlefs  Eye; 

Nor  lends  a  helping  Hand ,  altho*  he  fwears 

By  Ifts ,  fofc'ning  ev*ry  Oath  with  Tears, 

'Believe  me  I'm  no  Cheat y  ^nd  fadly  cries, 

O  Cruel,  help  the  Lame:  The  Crowd  replies  3 

Go  feek  a  Stranger  to  believe  thy  Lyes . 

•EPIST.     XVIII. 
To   his  Friend    LoLLiUS. 

'Advice  to  his  Friend  how  to  behave  himfelf,  and  get 
the  Love  of  all. 


}' 


! 


FREE  Lollius ,  if  I  rightly  hit  thy  Mind , 
You  will  be  always  fuch  as  you  pretend , 
Not  prove  a  Flatterer,  and  profefs  a  Friend: 
For  Friends  and  faithlefs  Flatterers  differ  more. 
Than  a  chaft  Matron  and  a  common  Whore .  S 

But  ftay ,  my  Friend ,  there  is  another  Vice 
Juft  oppofite  ,  and  almoft  worfe  than  this : 
A  Clownilh  Roughncfs,  and  unkindly  clofe, 
Unfriendly ,  ftiff,  and  peevilhly  morofe  s 
Which  doth  commend  her  felf  and  ftrive  to  pleafc,  i& 
With  biacki/h  Teeth ,  ftretch*d  Skin  and  Ruffick  drei^* 
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Ic  prides  its  felf,  and  wou'd  be  .thought  to  be 

Clean  perfect  Virtue,  and  meer  Liberty, 

Virtue  doth  Vice  >  as  txoo  Extr earns  ,  divide , 

Drawn  up  from  both  ,  and  leans  to  neither  Side »  i  jf 

This ,  headlong  to  obey  at  ev'ry  Fealt , 

To  pleafe  the  great  Ones  ,  jeers  the  meaner  Guefl  > 

The  rich  Man's  Nod  doth  fo  feverely  dread, 

Correfts  himfelf,  and  takes  up  what  he  laid, 

As  if  you  heard  a  trembling  School-boy  fay  s,0 

His  Part ,  or  the  Rehearfal  of  a  Play. 

That  ftrives  for  Trifles,  and  for  Toys  contends j 

He  is  in  earneft ,  what  he  fays ,  defends ; 

Tljat  I  Jhou'd  not  he  trufied  right  or  wrong  , 

Or  he  debarred  the  freedom  of  my  Tongue  >  a^ 

And  not  bawl  what  I  pleafe!  To  part  with  this 

J  think  iJmther  Life  too  mean  a  price . 

The  Queition  is  ,  ?ray  -what  ?  Why  ,  which  can  boaft    j 

Or  Docilis  or  Caftor's  knowing  moft. 

Or  whether  thro'  Numicum  been't  as  good  5^ 

To  fair  'Brundufinm  ^  as  the  Appian  Road  : 

Whom  coftly  wenching,  or  a  gawdy  Whore, 

Or  whom  the  Race,  whom  Dice  makes  quickly  poor: 

Or  who's  a  Fop ,  and  who  perfumes  his  Hair , 

Or*s  finer  dreft  than  his  Eftate  will  bear  s  3^ 

Who  for  meer  thirll  of  Gold  doth  gather  ftore. 

And  who  out  of  pure  fear  of  being  poor ; 

Thy  rich  Friend  better  ftor'd  in  all  Defefls 

And  Vice  than  Thee ,  or  hates  Thee  or  corre6ls  j 

And  as  good  Mothers  he  will  oft  advife ,  ^^ 

/  wijh  you*d  be  more  Virttions  and  more  Wifi 

Than  I  my  felf  am  now ,  /  vow  I  do ; 

And  faith ,  to  fpeak  the  truth ,  moft  times  *  th  fo .' 

My  Wealth  will  hear  my  Folly  [ceafe  to  Jirive 

With  me)  Sir,  you  have  fcarce  enough  to  livc^  0 

Contra^  your  Vices ,  Sir ,  forbear  to  vie , 

Tou  znufi  not  take  fo  great  a  range  as  It 

The  Man,  Eutrapelm  wou'd  have  undone 

He  freight  prefcnte4  with  9.  gawdy  Gown  5 
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That  he ^  grown  happy  in  his  fine  Attire,  j"^ 

Might  take  new  Hopes  and  raife  his  Wilhes  higher  > 

Forego  his  honell  Trade  for  eafie  Vice, 

Sleep  on  till  Noon ,  and  follow  Whores  and  Dice , 

Take  Mony  up ,  till  he  hath  fpent  his  All , 

And  drives  a  Cart  for  Bread ,  or  rots  in  Jail :  SS 

Pry  not  thro'  Secrets  s  what  thou  learn'ft  conceal , 

Tho*  wine  and  Anger  rack  thee  to  reveal  ; 

Pf al/e  not  thine  own ,  or  fcorn  thy  Friends  delight ; 

Nor,  when  he'd  have  thee  hunt ,  keep  home  and  write  • 

Thus  Zethus  once  with  his  AmphUn  ftrove,  60 

Twin  Brothers,  till  at  laft  they  joined   their  Lovei 

The  fofter  Harp  grew  mute,  he  left  his  Quill, 

Am^hkn  yielded  to  his  Brother's  Will: 

Humour  the  great  Ones ,  quick  Obedience  yield 

To  flight  Commands ,  and  when  he  takes  the  Field  6s 

With  Nets ,  or  Hawks ,  or  Hounds  ,  no  Sport  refufe  , 

Shake  off  thy  lazy  and  ill-humour'd  Mufe  ; 

That  thou  may'fl  eat  at  Night  what  thou   haft  caught  j 

And  fup  with  them  s  for  this  the  Ancients  taught , 

And  this  the  Romans  ufe,  'tis  free  from  Tname,      70 

'Tis  good  for  Life,  and  Health, and  gets  thee  Fame, 

Since  thou  art  well  in  Health ,  art  ftrong  to  wound 

And  fight  the  Bore,  or  to  out-run  the  Hound, 

None  with  more  Art  than  you  can  caft  a  Spear, 

You  know  when  you  within  the  Lifts  appear  7S 

The  Crouds  all  clap  s  Nay  e'en  your  tender  Age 

Endur'd  the  Wars ,  and  fierce  Cantabrian  Rage , 

Your  Captain  he,  the  brave  and  the  Divine, 

Who  brought  our  Enfigns  from  the  Parthian  Shrine  j 

Redeem'd  our  Fame ,  and  what-e'er  Land  remains   8» 

Refolves  to  make  it  feel  the  Roman  Chains . 

But  left  you  part ,  and  no  Excufe  can  fhow , 

>Jtho'  I  muft  conf efs  what-e'er  you  do 

Is  fit ,  and  decent ,  and  becoming  you ; 

Sometimes  you  toy  at  home ,  your  Boats  divide , 

A  Squadron  ft^inds  drawn  up  on  either  fide  j 


} 
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By  your  dIre£tion  fir'd  with  martial  Rage, 

As  in  the  A&ian  fight ,  the  Boys  ingagc , 

With  Soldiers  Fury ,  and  with  Soldiers  Art ; 

You  one ,  your  Brother  leads  the  other  part :  90 

Your  Lake's  rough  Adria's  Flood  ,  'till  one's  o'erthrown* 

And  fudden  Vi6tory  doth  the  other  crown : 

He  that  thinks  you  agree  with  his  defign , 

Will  clap  with  both  his  Hands ,  and  favour  thine  • 

But  to  advife  you  ,  if  you  want  Advice ,  9 j 

Take  heed  of  whom  you  fpeak ,  and  what  it  is , 

Take  heed  to  whom ,  avoid  the  bufie  Men , 

Fly  the  inquifitive  ,  they'll  talk  agen , 

And  tell  what  you  have  faid  ,  a  leaky  Ear 

Can  never  hold  what  it  (hall  chance  to  hear  ?  io» 

'Twill  run  all  out,  and  what  you  once  let  fall 

It  flies ,  and  'tis  impoHible  to  recall  i 

If  thy  great  Friend  keeps  a  fine  Girl  or  Boy, 

Be  not  in  Love ,  and  eager  to  enjoy , 

Left  he  bellow  that  little  gift  to  plcafe,  loy 

Or  elfe  deny ,  and  heighten  thy  Difeafe . 

Ptaife  none  'till  well  approv'd  on  fober  Thoughts, 

Left  after  you  fliou'd  bluih  for  others  Faults  ♦ 

You  prais'd  a  Rafcal,  there  you  chanc'd  to  err, 

Then  don't  defend  him  when  his  Crimes  appear;  iia 

But  one  approv'd,  when  Scandals  prefs,  defends 

Let  him  on  thee,  and  on  t  y  Fame  depend 

Whom  Envy  bites  s  for  thou  may'ft  plainly  fee 

The  danger  will  at  laft  come  o'er  to  thee  ; 

For  you're  in  danger  when  the  next's  on  fire  3         11  j 

And  Flames  negledted  often  blaze  the  higher. 

To  court  the  Great-ones,  and  to  footh  their  Pride, 

Seems  a  fweet  task  to  thofe  that  never  try'd ) 

But  thofe  that  have ,  know  well  that  Danger's  near , 

It  is  a  ticklilli  point,  and  mix'd  with  fear*  I2.# 

Do  you  endeavour  while  you  cut  the  Main, 

That  no  crofs  Storm  fliou'd  tofs  thes  back  again  > 

The  Active  hate  the  Dull,  the  Sad  Jocofe, 

The  Dull  the  Adive,  Merry  the  Morofe; 
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Stout  Jolly  Topers  fcorn  the  Sober  Afs,  ii$ 

They  hate  thofe  Fellows  that  refufe  their  Glafss 

Altho'  they  beg,  altho*  they  fwcar  they  dread 

The  nightly  Fumes,  furrM  Mouth,  and  aching  Head: 

Put  offiall  Clouds  and  Darknefs  from  thy  Brow, 

Be  Jolly,  Gay,  and  Mirth  and  Humour  fhow,        130 

For  modeit  Men  are  oft  thought  cloudy  Souls , 

And  Men  of  little  Talk ,  ili-natur*d  Fools  ; 

In  ev'ry  ftate  of  Life  be  fure  of  this , 

Read  o'er  thy  moral  Books ,  confult  the  wife , 

How  thou  may'il  live ,  how  fpend  thine  A'ge  in  Peace, 1 3  f 

Left  Avarice ,  ftill  poor ,  difturb  thine  Eafe  s 

Or  Fears  fhou'd  /hake,  or  Cares  thy  Mind  abufe§ 

Or  ardent  hope  for  things  of  little  ufe  , 

Whether  Arts  do  Virtue  breed ,  or  Nature  fend , 

What  leflens  Cares ,  what  makes  thy  felf  thy  Friend ,  14^ 

What  calms  thee^  Honour,  or  admired  Wealth; 

Or  clofe  Retirement ,  and  a  life  by  ftealth  • 

When  I,  my  Friend,  do  go  to  take  Re|)ofe, 

At  cold  Mandela ,  where  Digentia  flows  i 

Mandela  my  belov*d  ,  but  little  Town ,  14^ 

With  Cold  and  Frolt  all  gray  and  wrinkled  grown : 

For  what  do  you  imagine  that  I  care  ? 

What  think,  what  make  the  fubje61:  of  my  Pray'r> 

Let  me  have  tvhat  I  have ,  or  fimewhat  lefs , 

'Tvoill  ftill  be  great  enough  for  Happinefs  ^  Ij-q 

^nd  that  I  may ,  if  Heav'n  more  Tears  voill  give  > 

Live  to  my  felf  the  time  I  have  to  live  : 

Eftate  in  'Books  ,  and  Food  to  ferve  a  Tear  , 

Left  I  Jhoti*d  voavering  hang  *tmxt  hope  and  fear t 

And  this  is  all  for  which  Mankind  fhou'd  pray,       i/| 

And  beg  of  Jove ,  who  gives  and  takes  away  s 

Let  him  but  Life^  and  moderate  Plenty  find, 

And  I'll  provide  my  felf  an  happy  Mind, 


1  P  I  S  Te 
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E  P  I  S  T.    XIX. 

To       M    iE   C  E    N   A  S. 


I.  Of  Toetry,    2.  His  own  Excellencies*     3,  Why 
not    lik'd. 


1 


I.  A  J^Y  Lord ,  if  what  Cratinus  fays  be  right , 

JLVJL  Thofe  Verfes  cannot  live,  thofe  Lines  delight, 
Which  Water-drinkers  Penj  in  vain  they  Write  • 
For  e'er  lincc  'Bacchus  did ,  in  wild  defign , 
With  Fauns  and  Satyrs  half-mad  Poets  join , 
The  Mufes  ev'ry  Morning  fmelt  of  Wine . 
From  Homer's  Praife  his  love  of  Wine  appears. 
And  Ennius  never  dar'd  to  write  of  Wars 
'Till  heated  wells  let  fober  Dotards  chufe 
The  Plodding  Law,  but  never  tempt  a  Mufe;  l« 

This  Law  once  made ,  the  Poets  ftrait  begin , 
They  drunk  all  night ,  all  day  they  fmelt  of  Wine  ; 
Suppofe  a  Man  the  courfeft  Gown  fhould  wear , 
No  Shoes  ,  his  Forehead  rough ,  his  Look  fever e , 
And  Ape  great  Cato  in  his  Form  and  Dreis;  jy 

Mull  he  his  Virtues  and  his  Mind  exprefs  ? 
While  dull  Hyarbit  wiQi'd  ,  and  vainly  iirove , 
To  fpeak  as  fmoothly ,  and  as  aptly  move 
As  fweet  Timagenes ,  and  reach  his  Arts, 
He  over-ftrain'd  himfelf,  and  broke  his  Parts;         20 
Examples ,    Vice  can  imitate  ,    deceive  : 
Should  I  by  Chance,  or  a  Difeafe,  be  pale. 
The  Sots  wou'd  drink  their  bloodlefs  Cummin  all. 
Bafe  Imitators  ,  Slaves  to  others  Wills , 
I  How  oft  you  move  my  Frowns  ,  how  oft  my  Smiles?  2/ 
I       1 1.  I  trod  new  Paths ,  to  others  Feet  unknown  i 
■  He  that  iirft  venwres ,  leads  the  others  on  ; 
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I  firft  the  Romans  keen  Umbicks  taught, 

In  numerous  fmoothnefs  ,  and  in  height  of  thought  j 

I  match'd  ArLhilocm  ^  I  fhow'd  the  Age  50 

His  Numbers  ,  but  forbore  his  murd'ring  Rage  • 

But  left  you  fay  that  I  fall  Ihort  of  Fame , 

Becaufe  my  Number's  his ,  my  Verfe  the  fame  s 

The  Saphick  fwectens  all  his  bitter  Vein , 

And  grave  Aluick  fmooths  his  rougher  ftrain  ;  3  j 

The  SubjecSt's  different ,  different  the  Defigns , 

And  tho'  thro*  all  a  virtuous  freedom  (hines  > 

with  no  black  Lines  I  daub ,  no  envious  breath 

Doth  foil  Mens  fame ,    or  Rhime  a  Spoufe  to  death » 

This  Verfe  ne'er  heard  by  Latin  Ears  before,  4© 

I  firft  difcover'd  from  the  Grecian  Store; 

And  this  delights  me  now  that  I  am  known , 

And  read  for  thefe  Inventions  of  my  own . 

IIL  Nowwou'd  you  know  why  our  ungrateful  Rme 
Doth  praife  my  Poems  when  v/ith  me  at  home  j       4/ 
But  flout  abroad ;  1*11  freely  tell  the  Caufe ; 
I  do  not  beg  the  empty  Crowd's  Applaufe : 
I  do  not  often  treat ,  nor  do  I  fend 
My  old  cafl  Suits ,  and  bribe  them  to  commend  • 
I  do  not  crowd  to  hear  our  Fops  rehearfe,  5® 

Nor  do  I  praife,  and  clap  our  Nobles  Verfe  : 
I  cannot  run  to  cv'ry  Pedant  Fool , 
And  beg  that  he  would  read  my  Book  in's  School : 
Hence  fprings  my  Wo ',  now  if  I  fay  I  fear 
To  bring  dull  Lines  t'a  crowded  Theatre,  S5 

And  vaunt  my  Trifles,  ftrait.  Ton  jeer,  ym  cry  ^ 
And  keep- your  Verfe  alone  for  Caefar'i  Eye : 
And  proud  y  OH  think  that  you  alone  can  rorUc 
Stoeet  hony  Lines ,  fine  in  your  ovou  Conceit: 
A  tart  Reply  to  this  I  fear  to  give ,  €% 

Left  his  fharp  Nails  fhou'd  fcratch  me  while  I  &iye« 
I  do  not  like  the  Place ,  I  freely  fay , 
',Foj-bear  a  while,  let's  take  another  day 5 


], 
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For  Jeft  Diflike ,  Diflike  Contention  bears , 
Contention  Hate,  and  Hate  breeds  dreadful  War5.    6^ 

EPIST.    XX. 
Tbe  Conclujlon  to  his  Book. 

I  Know  you  long  to  vifit  ev'ry  Stall , 
You  wou'd  be  neatly  bound,  and  fet  to  Sale; 
The  bars ,  that  pleafe  the  modeft ,  trouble  you , 
And  you  commend ,  and  court  the  publick  View, 
And  mourn  that  you  are  hid ,  and  feen  by  few 
Go  to  the  Publick  then,  go  where  you  ftrive, 
Tho*  thou  wert  not  thus  bred,  or  taught  to  live: 
There  (hall  be  no  Return  when  once  thou'rt  gone , 
And  chou  wilt  cry  s  Ah  me !  What  have  I  done ! 
What  have  1  beg'd!  When  one  fhall  call  thee  dull,  lo 
And  fqueez.e  thee  when  his  Belly's  quickly  full  • 
But  now  unlefs  fond  Rage  befocjs  my  Mind , 
Unlefs  mere  Hatred  to  thy  Faults  does  blind  > 
I  prophefie,  and  I  am  fure  'tis  true; 
You  fliall  be  lik'd  and  prais'd  at  Krnic  while  new;    i/ 
But  when  thou  (halt  be  foil'd  by  ev'ry  Hand , 
Then  flighted ,  and  to  common  Ufe  prophan'd ; 
To  bind  up  Letters  ,  and  be  torn ,  be  toft , 
And  fly  to  other  Countries  ev'ry  Pofl: . 
Then  I ,  who  have  advis'd  in  vain ,  fliall  fmile,     *)  20 
As  he  that  drove  his  Afs  t'a  craggy  Hill : 
For  who  wou'd  fave  a  thing  againfl:  it?  Will  ? 
At  lafl:  in  Schools  chou  flialt  be  thumb'd  by  Boys , 
And  there  grow  foolifli ,  old  ,  and  deaf  with  Noife . 
^    But  when  at  Evening  many  come  to  read,  2j 

;    Tell  them  that  I  was  meanly  born  and  bred , 
\  My  Father  poor,  of  fmall  Eftate  pofl'jft, 
|.  And  that  I  ftretch'd  my  Wings  beyond  my  Nef^. 
I    But  as  you  cut  me  fliort  in  Wealth ,  increafe 
'     My  Virtues ,  tell  them  I  the  greatefl:  pleafe , 

A  little  Man ,  and  ftudious  of  my  Eafc , 
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And  pettl/li  too  >  I  can  be  angry  foon  j 

My  Paflion's  quickly  raisM ,  but  quickly  gone« 

Grown  gray  before  my  time ,  I  hate  the  Cold , 

And  feek  the  Warmth  s  and  if  they  ask  how  old ,     35 

Tell  them ,  now  Lollius  (hares  the  Confuls  Pow'r 

With  Le^idus ,  that  I  am  forty  four, 


The  End  of  the  Firft  'Book  of  E^ijlks, 
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The  Second  Book. 

»  . ,    — .- 

E  P  I  S  T.    I. 
ToAvGVsrvs,  i 

^  Difcourfi  of  Poetry, 

WHEN  you  alone  fliftaln  the  weighty  Cares 
Of  all  the  World,  and  manage  Peace  and  Wars  j 
The  Roman  State  by  Virtue's  Rules  amend , 
Adorn  with  Manners ,  and  with  Arms  defend , 
To  write  a  long  Difcourfe ,  and  wafte  your  Time  ,     5 
Againft  the  publick  good  wou'd  be  a  Crime: 
The  ancient  Heroes ,  tho'  in  the  bleil  Aboads 
Receiv'd  when  dead ,  exalted  into  Gods , 
Yet  while  they  livM  with  Men ,  and  while  beftow^d 
The  greateft  Cares ,  and  did  the  greateft  Good  ,         10 
Built  Towns,  made  Laws,  and  brought  delightful  Eafe, 
And  civiliz'd  the  Rational  Savages  ; 
Complain'd  that  they  ingrateful  Matters  ferv'd , 
And  met  far  lefs  Rewards  than  they  deferv*d : 
He  that  kiU'd  Hydra,  He  defign'd  by  Fate  Ij- 

To  cjuell  the  Moafters  rais'd  by  Jmo's  Hate; 
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Tho*  He ,  the  mighty  He ,  had  all  ways  try'd , 

Found  Envy  vanqui'lit  only  when  he  dy'd: 

For  thofe  are  hated  that  excel  the  reft , 

Altho*  when  dead  they  are  belov'd,  and  blefts         2.© 

The  vigorous  Ray  torments  the  feeble  Sight , 

Yet  when  the  Sun  is  fet,  we  praife  the  Light: 

To  thee,  great  Cafar^  now  we  Altars  give, 

We  vow  and  fwear  by  thee  now  whilft  alive : 

For  never  yet  the  Gods  kind  Hands  beflowM  >         XS 

Nor  ever  will ,  a  Prince  fo  great ,  fo  good  ; 

That  The  prefers,  that  Hie  efteems  thee  more 

Than  all  the  Heroes  iht  enjoy'd  before , 

Than  all  that  /he  hath  bred,  or  Greece  can  boaft, 

In  this,  *iis  true,  thy  Rome  is  wife  and  juft;  3« 

But  not  in  other  things  s  the  ancient  Plays  , 

And  Foreign  Poets  only  Ihe  can  praife  5 

The  Prefc-at,  or  Contempt,  or  Hate  receive, 

'Tis  Crime  enough  that  they  are  yet  alive; 

Thus  Old- Loves  do  admire  the  ancient  Laws>  3^ 

The  Sahines  Leagues  have  their  defervM  Applaufe  j 

On  mully  Leaves  at  awful  diftance  look , 

Age  makes  it  Rev'rend ,  and  exalts  the  Book : 

Give  him  the  "Bards  old  Songs ,  Oh  rare !  divine ! 

I  fwear  'tis  good,  a  Mufe  fang  ev'ry  Line:  40 

But  if,  becaufe  the  oldeft  are  the  befl 

Among  the  Creeks,  the  fame  unequal  Tefl: 

Muft  try  the  Latines  too  s  in  Taorc ,  No  doubt 

Vlnms  have  'nought  hard  voithin  ,  nor  Nuts  mthoitt : 

We  iir  oa  Fortune's  Top,  v:>e  fmg,  w?f  write,  45 

And  wreftle  better  than  the  Greeks  can  fight. 

If  length  of  Time  will  becter  Verfe  like  Wine , 

Give  it  a  brisker  Tafle,  and  make  it  fines 

Come  tell  me  then,  I  would  be  gladly  fiiow'd. 

How  many  Years  will  make  a  Poem  good:  $9 

One  Poet  writ  an  Hundred  Years  ago , 

What,  is  he  Old-^  and  therefore  FarrCd^  or  no? 

Or  is  he  Ne-vo ,  and  therefore  "^ald  appears  ? 

Let's  fix  upon  a  certain  Term  of  Years  »^ 
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He's  good  that  liv'd  an  hundred  Tears  ago  >  SS 

j\nother  wanes  but  One,  is  he  fo  too? 

Or  is  he  N'cvp ,  and  Danrn'd  for  that  alone? 

Well,  he's  good  too,  and  Old  that  voa-nts  but  me. 

And  thus  I'll  argue  on ,  and  bate  one  more, 

And  fo  by  one  and  one  wafte  all  the  Store :  ^^ 

And  fo  confute  him,  who  efteems  by  Years, 

A  ?ocm'^  Goodnefs  from  the  Date  it  bears . 

Who  nor  admires  ,  nor  yet  approves  a  Line 

But  what  is  0/^,  and  Death  hath  made  divine, 

Ennim ,  the  lofty  Ennim  ,  and  the  Wife ,  ^S 

That  fecond  Homer ,  in  our  Cridcks  Eyes , 

Is  loofe  in's  Poems  ,  and  correal  in  few , 

Nor  takes  he  care  to  prove  his  Dreams  were  true , 

He  fliows  fo  little  of  great  Bomer*s  Soul .        * 

„  Navius  is  learn'd  by  Heart ,  and  dearly  fold ,  7« 

„  So  facred  is  his  Book,  becaufe  'tis  old. 

When  Accius  and  Pacuvius  are  comparM , 

Both  are  efteem'd ,  both  meet  with  great  Rewaid  s 

FacHvms  all  the  Criticks  Voices  gains 

For  Learning  ,  A  ecus  for  his  lofty  Strains  •  7f 

uifranius  jQiows  us  foft  Meriander's  Flame  j 

And  Plautus  rivals  Epicharmus  Fame ' 

Cccilius  grave ,  and  Terence  full  of  Art , 

Thefe  Rome  admires,  and  thefe  Ihe  learns  by  Heart. 

Thefc  are  the  Worthies  of  her  Theater  ,  80 

Thefe  (he  applauds  with  Heat ,  and  crowds  to  hear ; 

Thefe  /he  eileems  the  Glories  of  the  Stage ,. 

And  counts  from  Livy*s  to  our  prefent  Age . 

The  Critick  Mobile  will  be  medling  ilill , 

Sometimes  their  Judgment's  good,  and  fomeiimes  ill :  8  j 

Thus  when  they  praife  the  Old ,  and  when  prefer , 

Beyond  compare  to  all  the  Nevo ,  they  err : 

But  when  they  grant  the  Ancient's  Books  and  Plays 

Are  often  dull ,  and  uncorre6i  in  Phrafe , 

Their  Words  unfit ,  or  elfe  their  main  Defign  >  9» 

Their  Judgment's  rational,  and  jumps  with  mine; 

N*4 


29"^ 


EPIST.  I.     Lib.  IT. 

I  do  not  damn  old  Livy^s  Rhimes  as  dull , 

For  which  I  often  fmarted  when  at  School  s 

But  that  he  Ihou*d  be  thought  corrciS: ,  fublime , 

And  far  before  the  Poems  of  our  Time  j  ^5 

That  one  poor  Chame-good  Line  or  two  at  moft , 

The  only  thing  that  all  his  Books  can  boaft , 

Not  only  fliouM  attone  for  what's  amifs  , 

But  recommend  the  whole ;  Vm  vext  at  this . 

I  hate  a  Fop  fliould  fcorn  ?i  faultlefs  Pages  i°<^ 

JBecaufe  'tis  Neto ,  nor  yet  approved  by  Age: 

And  then  admiring  all  the  ancient  Plays ,  * 

Not  only  pardon  tlieir  Defe61;s  ,  but  Praife . 

Sbou'd  I  but  doubt  if  Atta's  Plays  are  good , 

Our  Old' Loves  ftrai^^ht  wouM  cry, The  Youngfler's  105' 

He's  impudent ,  nor  thinks  tbofe  PJIays  exa£t ,  (Proud  i 

Which  Rofciiis  a  and  grave  d/Efop  us'd  to  a6l  ; 

Becaufe  they  judge  by  their  own  Appetites, 

And  think  nought  fweet,  but  what  their  tafte  delights; 

Or  to  ftoop  to  their  Juniors  Rules  difdain  , 

Or  elfe  to  think  what  once  they  learnt  was  vaii 

And  only  fit  to  be  forgot  again  s  ^ 

Thofe  that  applaud  the  Songs  oi  former  Times, 

The  dotilh  "Bards  old  Verfe ,  or  Monkijh  Rhimes : 

Who  wou'd  be  thought  to  have  a  Iharper  Eye , 

And  in  thofe  Poems  numerous  Graces  fpy , 

In  which  they  fee  no  more  fine  things  than  I 

*Tis  not  to  praife  the  Old,  but  fcorn,  abufe, 

And  hate  New  Books,  and  damn  the  Modern  Mufe. 

Had  Greece  done  thus  ,  had  ihe  ftill  fcornM  the  New,  120 

What  had  been  Old ,  what  worthy  publick  View  ? 

When  Wars  were  done ,  and  Greece  diiTolv'd  in  Peace  a 

When  Fortune  taught  them  how  to  live  at  Eafe, 

They  wreft.ed,  painted  ,  fung ,  thefe  Arts  they  lov'd, 

Thefe  they  did  much  admire,  and  thefe  improved ^12/ 

In  ev'ry  Pi(3:ure  vulgar  Eyes  couM  find 

The  Face  exsi6t  >  and  almoft  faw  the  Mind ; 
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Then  Racing ,  Vaulting  then ,  the  Plays  and  Stage , 

Each  took  their  turn  to  pleafe  the  wanton  Agej 

Like  'Boys  at  Nurfe,  they  eagerly  defir'd  ,  130 

But  ftralght  were  cloyM ,  and  left  what  they  admir'd . 

For  what  difgufts  our  Fancies ,  what  doth  pleafe 

But  may  be  changed  ?  Thefe  are  the  Fruits  of  Eafe 

This  happy  Fortune  bears ,  this  fprlngs  from  Peace 

•Twas  heretofore  a  Credit:)  here  at  Rome ,  13/ 

To  mind  a  Shop  all  Day ,  and  keep  at  home : 

Attend  ones  Client ,  and  promote  his  Caufe , 

Inform  his  Ignorance,  and  teach  the  Laws^ 

To  make  good  Debts ,  and  drive  a  gainful  Trade, 

And  know  what  Int'reft  may  be  juftly  paid :  1^ 

Inftru6l  the  Youngs  and  hear  the  Old  Debate, 

What  will  increafe ,  what  ruin  an  Eftatc  : 

This  Humour's  chang'd ,  now  reigns  a  IsFew  Delight , 

All  mull  be  Authors  now ,  and  all  muft  write : 

All  ftrive  to  get  the  Bays ,  and  all  Rehearfe,  145" 

They  dine ,  they  fup  in  Rhime ,  and  drink  m  Verfe  • 

E'en  I  that  fwear  I  never  try*d  a  Mufe , 

E'en  I'm  forfworn,  my  Deeds  my  Words  accufe; 

My  Qiiill  is  Icribling  too ;  before  'tis  Light 

I  call  for  Paper,  Pen,  and  Ink,  and^ write.  15© 

He  that's  no  Pilot  is  afraid  to  fail , 
Urge  him  to  guide  a  Ship ,  you  (han't  prevails 
And  only  Doilors  will  pretend  to  heal. 
By  Smiths  alone ,  are  Locks  and  Staples  made , 
And  none  pretend  but  Ar tills  in  the  Trade*  i^X 

But  now  for  Poetry  we  all  are  fit , 
And  skilful ,  or  unskilful ,  all  muft  write  s 
And  yet  this  Madnefs  thoufand  Goods  commend, 
A  thoufand  Virtues  on  a  Mufe  attend  s 
A  Poet's  feldom  given  to  Avarice  3  2^« 

Safe  and  fecure  within  himfelf  he  lyes  . 
He  minds  and  loves  his  Rhimes  ,  and  thole  alone  3 
Tell  hjjn  his  Qoods  are  burnt ,  hi«  Slaves  are  gooe^ 
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Or  his  Fields  loft  j  he  laughs ,  nor  ftrives  to  cheat 

His  Ward,  or  Friend,  a  Stranger  to  Deceit;  l6f 

He's  thrifty ,  feafts  upon  a  bifti  of  Peafe , 

And  lives  content  with  Houlhold- Bread  and  Cheefe: 

Unfit  for  War,  yet  they  are  good  in  Peaces  "J 

(For  great  things ,  by  the  help  of  fmall ,  increafe)    > 

Inftru61:  our  Loofenefs  ,  and  inform  our  Eafe  .       j  170 

They  teach  our  Boys  to  hate  all  Words  Obfcene  > 

To  follow  generous  Rules,  and.lpeak  like  Men. 

And  then  Aide  gently  down  with  virtuous  Rules 

Into  the  tender  Breaftj  and  form  their  Souls  5 

Reftrain  their  Envy,  and  corre6t  their  Rage,       I'^JS 

Tell  them  what's  good,  inilru6i  their  tender  Age  > 

with  fit  Examples^  and  their  Griefs  afTwage.       j 

How  wou'd  our  facred  Songs  and  Hymns  be  made. 

And  how  our  Pray'rs  as  high  as  Heav'n  convey'ds 

"Did  not  the  Mufes  Poets  Fancies  raife,  180 

To  teach  us  how  to  pray ,  and  how  to  praife  ? 

In  Vei  fe  the  fawning  '^iire  her  Plagues  bewails , 

And  begs  a  fpeedy  Comfort ,  and  prevails  i 

Good  Weather ,  happy  Years ,  and  much  Encreaie ; 

Their  i  ray'rs  are  ftreightway  heard,all  fmile  in  Peace.  185' 

The  Year  is  rich ,  the  Fields  with  Plenty  flow , 

Verfe  foftens  Gods  above ,  and  Gods  belovo  . 

The  ancient  Swains ,  thofe  temp'rate  happy  Swains  9 

Contented  Sov'reigns  of  their  little  Plains , 

When  all  their  Corn  was  hous'd,wou'd  make  a  Feaftji^o 

Unbend  their  Minds ,  and  lay  them  down  to  refts 

Their  Cares  diflblv'd  into  a  happy  Thought , 

And  Minds  enjoy'd  the  reft  their  Labour  fought. 

A  iig  on  TeMs's  Altars  left  his  Blood, 

And  Milk  from  large  brown  Bowls  to  Sylvan  flow'd  :i<^s 

Their  Wife ,  their  Neighbours ,  and  their  pratling  Boy« 

Were  calPd  ,  all  tafted  of  the  Country  Joys  : 

They  drank ,  they  danc*d,  they  fang ,  made  wanton  Sport , 

I^joy'd  their  felves ,  for  Life  they  knew  was  fhort . 

Hence  grew  the  Liberty  of  the  loofer  Mufe ,  aoo 

Hence  they  grew  Scurrilous ,  and  wou'd  abufe  j 
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Kcnce  thofe  loofe  Dialogues  at  Marriage  Feafts , 

Yet  ftill  they  were  but  Mirth,  and  Country  Jefts, 

At  hft  they  fhew'd  their  Teeth  ?  and  fliarply  bit , 

And  RaiUry  ufurp'd  the  Place  of  Wit ,  205* 

Good  Perfons  were  abused,  and  fuffer'd  Wrong, 

They  loudly  talk'd ,  no  Law  to  curb  their  Tongue : 

The  wounded  griev'd,  the  Smart  provok'd  their  Hate» 

And  all  untouiht  bewail'd  the  Common  Fate , 

*Till  Laws  commanded  to  regard  Mens  Fame,         2.'.o 

Severely  ladi  the  Vice,  but  fpare  the  Name. 

Fear  made  them  civil ,  and  delign  to  write 

With  Modefty  j  fpeak  well ,  and  to  delight : 

Greece  conquer'd  did  the  Conqueror  overcome; 

Polifh'd  the  rude,  and  fent  her  Arts  to  Kom<*:         21  j" 

The  former  Roughnefs  flow*d  in  fmoother  Rhimes, 

And  good  facetious  Hwmur  pleas'd  the  Times : 

Yet  they  continued  long ,  and  ftill  we  find 

Some  little  Marks  of  the  old  Ruftick  Mind , 

Some  of  the  (currilous  Humour  left  behind .  J  22© 

'Twas  long  before  Rome  read  the  Grxcan  Plays , 

For  Cares  took  up  her  Nights ,  and  Wars  her  Days : 

*Till  Carthage  ruinM  /he  grew  foff  in  Peace, 

And  then  inquir'd  what  weighty  Sophocies  , 

What  Efchylfis 3  what  Thefpis  taught  the  Age,  225* 

What  Good,  what  Profit  did  commend  the  Snge, 

And  then  they  turn'd  their  Plays ,  their  Thoughts  were 

By  Nature  great ,  and  fit  for  Tragedy .  (high , 

But  to  review,  to  blot  what  once  was  writ, 

Oh  that  was  mean  ,  it  was  a  fliame  to  Wit :  230 

The  Co7nic  then  was  thought  the  eafier  way, 

Becaufe  'tis  common  Humour  iftakes  the  Play; 

Yet  'tis  the  hardeft ,  for  the  faults  appear 

So  monftrous ,  and  the  Crituks  fo  fevere. 

That  e*en  their  greiteft  Mercy  cannot  fpare,         J  235" 

Plantits,  'tis  true,  obferves  the  Rules  of  Art, 

His  well  drawn  Figures  fuit  with  ev'ry  part  j 
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He  Paints  an  Am'rous  Fop ,  a  Jilting  Jade , 

A  cureful  Father ,  or  defigning  Bawd  : 

But  Dorfen  rudely  draws  his  Parafites ,  24.3 

How  loofe  his  Lines ,  how  uncorre6t  he  writes ! 

He  writes  for  Gold ,  and  if  his  Pocket's  cram'd , 

He  cares  not ,  let  the  Play  be  clap'd  or  damn'd : 

But  he  that  writes  to  have  Applaufe  for  Wit , 

If  unconcerned  the  grave  Spectator  fit ,  2.4 j^ 

He  dies  j  but  if  attentive,  then  he's  proud  > 

They  like  my  Fancy ,  and  my  Plays  are  good: 

So  fmall ,  and  fo  contemnM  a  thing  will  raife , 

Or  damp  Men's  eager  Thoughts  that  write  for  Praife: 

I  like  not  this ,  and  I  forfwear  the  Stage ,  2. 5*0 

If  clap*d  I  muft  be  Proud ,  if  damn'd  muft  Rage . 

And  who  wou'd  be  fo  bold  to  write ,  that  knew 

The  Jfidging  Men  of  Honour  are  but  few  j 

The  Vulgar  Thoufands  ,  who  might  hifs  the  Play? 

And  if  our  Nobles  fliould  diflike  their  way ,  ^SS 

Wou'd  huff,  and  fwear  j and  quarrel  ftraight,  and  fi^ht 

Or  leave  the  Stage  to  fee  a  Fnppet  fight  s 

Or  elfe  the  'Bears ^  for  that's  the  Crowds  delight. 

But  now  our  Nobles  too  are  Fops  and  Vain , 

Neglect  the  Senfe ,  but  love  the  Painted  Scene ;        2.60 

For  Hours  are  fpent  in  Show  to  pleafe  the  fight, 

A  tedious  Battel ,  and  at  lalt  a  Flight  j 

Then  Kings  in  Chains ,  and  to  reward  their  Toil , 

Corinthian  Statues ,  and  a  world  of  Spoil . 

"Wou'd  not  Demo.ritm,  if  now  alive,  3.6 f 

Split  here,  wou'd  he  thefe  Fooleries  forgive? 

And  if  the  Vulgar ,  with  a  wild  amaze , 

KeglecSt  the  A6fcors  3  and  forfake  the  Plays , 

And  on  an  Elephant  or  a  Panther  gaze : 

Sure  he  wou'd  look ,  and  in  the  gaping  Crowd ,       270 

Find  better  Humour  than  the  Ador  fliow'd  . 

Befides ,  he  needs  muft  think  they  write  in  vain  > 

And  teach  deaf  Aifes,  prodigal  of  their  Pain: 
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For  who  can  judge ,  or  who  can  hear  the  Wit , 

When  noife  and  ftrange  confufion  fills  the  Pit  ?         "ifS 

As  when  the  Winds  dafli  Waves  againft  the  Shoar, 

Or  laQi  the  Woods ,  and  all  the  Monfters  Ro.ir  i 

So  great  the  fhout,  when  rich  and  flrangely  droit 

The  Player  comes ,  they  clap  his  gawdy  Veft . 

Well  hath  the  A^tor  fpoken?  Not  a  Line:  28© 

Why  then  d*ye  clap  ?  Oh  ,  Sir ,  his  C Laths  are  fine . 

But  left  you  think  that  I,  who  write  no  Plays, 

Or  envy  their  Defign ,  or  poorly  Praife ; 

I  fairly  grant  thofc  Poets  Wit  that  Rule 

My  Paflions  as  they  pleafe,  difturb  my  Soul;  ^^S 

And  then  by  a  fhort  turn  my  Thoughts  relieve : 

Whole  lively  Fi6tion  makes  me  Imgh ,  or  grieve ; 

Whofe  well- wrought  Scenes  nat'ral  and  juft  appear ; 

I  fee  the  place ,  and  fancy  I  am  there :  \ 

But  thofe  that  hate  and  fly  the  cens'ring  Stage,        29O 

Yet  write  to  pleafe  the  Readers  of  the  Age . 

Make  them ,  great  Cafar ,  to  improve  their  Vein  > 

Review  their  Poems  o'er  and  o*er  again . 

If  you  wou'd  have  'em  live ,  be  great  in  Praife , 

And  by  juft  Study  ftrive  to  win  the  Bays .  z^ 

We  Poets  often  damn  our  felves ,  that  dare , 
(As  I  have  done)  when  you  are  full  of  Care, 
To  offer  Verfe;  or  when  we  oft  repine, 
If  a  good  Friend  finds  but  one  faulty  Line . 
Or  when  rehearfing ,  we  with  Sighs  complain       *)  300 
Our  Fancy's  not  perceiv'd,  we  write  in  vain: 
And  then  unask'd  repeat  it  o'er  again . 
Or  when  we  think ,  when  once  our  Fame  is  known, 
We  ftraightway  ftiall  be  fent  for  up  to  Town  s 
Enjoy  a  Penfion,  or  a  piece  of  Land  ,  30/ 

And  write  new  Poems  by  the  King's  Command . 
And  yet,  Great  Sir,  'tis  worth  your  while  to  know 
What,  Cafar p  future  times  muft  think  of  you, 
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And  who  miift  be  Difpofer  of  your  Fame , 

Who  tell  to  diftant  Worlds  your  glorious  Name:      510 

By  whom  your  Life,   by  whom  your  Wars,  be  writ, 

A61:ions  too  Sacred  for  a  Common  Wit. 

Charillm  the  Pellx^n  Youth  approved, 

Him  he  rewarded  well ,  and  him  he  lov'd . 

His  dull  uneven  Verfe,  by  great  good  Fate,  315' 

Got  him  his  Favour,  and  a  fair  Eftate. 

Tho'  juft  as  Ink ,  when  touched  ,  ftill  leaves  a  ftain  5 

Pull  Rhimes  befmear ,  and  noble  AQcs  prophane : 

'Yet  he,  the  fame  that  bought  dull  Rhimes  fo  dear, 

In  meaner  things  did  take  a  greater  care  ,  320 

Let  none  but  learn* d  Apelles  faint  my  Face , 

Lyfippus  only  mufi  Dejrgn*t  in  "Brafs , 

Thus  fpake  his  Laws  s  in  this  I  grant  he  fhowM 

His  Skill  fufficient ,  and  his  Judgment  good  . 

But  when  for  Verfe ,  he  chofe  fo  mean  a  thing ,      325* 

How  poor  his  Judgment?  How  below  a  King? 

But  Virgil ,  Varim  ,  and  the  learned  few  , 
That  are  applauded ,  and  beiov'd  by  you, 
Declare  your  Skill  is  great ,  your  Judgment  true 
Tiie  Honours  you  beftow  do  raif.-  your  Fame,  *]  330 
They  ^rat^fuily  refle6t  upon  your  Name , 
And  kindly  praife  the  Author  v/hence  they  came 
Nor  can  ones  Face  be  with  more  Art  defignM 
In  Xrafs,  than  in  a  Poem  Thoughts  and  Mind  : 
E'en  I  defire  to  leave  the  humble  Plain,  s^e 

I  wou'd  be  high,  and  write  a  lofty  llrain  • 
I  wiih  I  cou'd  defcribe  your  Wars ,  and  fliow 
^ow  Barbarous  Nations  fear ,  and  bow  they  bow  5 
How  you  have  raz'd  their  Towns ,  their  Ocean  ftain'd 
With  Blood ,   and  with  llrong  Tow'rs  bound  up  their 

Land ;     34.0 
How  War's  exil'd ,  and  Peacfc  and  Plenty  reign , 
And  Jantis's  Temple  once  more  fliut  again; 
How  mean,  and  how  fubmiilive  Parthians  come.. 
How  under  thee  they  fear  and  honour  R^me . 
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All  this  I  wouM ,  but  Oh  I  want  the  Wit ,  345* 

Your  Deeds  mufl  be  by  fome  high  Genius  writ , 

Whofe  lofty  Soul  his  tow'ring  Thoughts  can  raife: 

As  high  as  you  have  done ,  and  take  the  Bays , 

'Tis  Treafon,  Sir,  to  give  you  meaner  Praife. 

I  know  my  wcaknefs ,  and  I  mufl:  refufe  3  fo 

A  Task  too  weighty  for  my  tender  Mufe : 

A  fordid  Commendation  hurts  our  Friend , 

And  thofe  that  meanly  Praife ,  do  difcommend : 

For  what's  derided  by  the  censoring  Crowd , 

Is  thought  on  more  than  what  is  Juft  and  Good  :     35'j' 

I  hate  thofe  Obligations  that  dilgrace : 

I  am  not  fond  to  have  an  ugly  Face 

Defign'd  for  me  exposM  to  publick  Viev/  : 

Nor  prais'd  in  dull  Verfe,  tho*  the  Praife  be  true. 

I  wou'd  not  lie  at  ev'ry  Grocer's  Door,  360 

To  wrap  Tobacco i  or  do  fomething  more. 

I  wou'd  not  have  a  Verfe  that  bears  my  Name 

Lye  under  Piej^  'lis  an  ill  way  to  Fame» 
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To  his  Friend  JVLiVS  Florus. 


S-  He  makes  an  Extufe  for  not  fending  the  Odes  he  prf- 
mis'd.  2.  Why  he  wrote  no  more.  3.  The  Fatdts  of 
ihe  Poets,  4,  Dire6iions  for  Writing.  5-,  He  defigns 
graver  Studies,  6.  u^gainfi  Covetoufnefs,  y.  The  un^ 
certainty  of  every  thing  • 


I*  T^EAR  Flornsy  Nero's  Friend,  the  Great,  the  Brave^ 

-1—/  Suppofe  one  come  to  fell  a  Clownilh  Slave » 
And  fpeak  the2  thus ,  This  Hoy  is  neatly  made , 
He's  found  from  Head  to  Foot ,  a  pretty  Lad* 
for  Twenty  Pound  he's  ymrs  ,  the  'Bargain* s  fair  3  f 

HeUl  ferve ,  and  fit  ymr  Humour  to  a  Hair : 
He's  yet  foft  Cay ,  he* II  take  a  Stamp  with  eafe , 
Jlndyou  may  form  him ,  Sir ,  to  what  yen  pleafe . 
He  fpeaks  fome  Greek ,  and  at  a  Drinking  Match 
He* II  hear  the  'Bob y  and  Sing  a  merry  Catchy  tO 

To  praife  too  micch  like  a  depgn  appears , 
When  he  extols  that  wou'd  put  off  his  Wares  : 
I'm  not  in  Want^  I  am  in  Debt  to  none  9 
IVhate'er  I  have ,  tho*  little ,  is  my  own  ; 
Tew ,  Sir ,  wou*d  tell  you  this ,  and  tell  you  true  >  X^ 

l^or  1  my  felf  to  any  one  hut  you  ; 
Ihis  Boy  was  faulty  once  9  he  flay* d  at  play  f 
Jind  when  he  fear'd  the  Lajh  he  run  away : 
^^y^  if  you  like  him  now  his  Faults  are  told, 
'a^'he  Dealing's  fair ,  and  he  may  take  your  Gold ,    ^20 
And  ne'er  be  thought  a  Cheat  for  what  he  fold. 
You  bought  a  faulty  Rogue ,  he  told  you  fo  t 
And  yet  you  vex  him  a  and  ujijuftly  fue  * 


1; 
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At  parting ,  Sir ,  I  faid  I  was  unfit , 

Grown  lazy ,  impotent ,  and  flow  to  write  ;  ^S 

Left  for  not  Writing  you  fliou'd  chide,  accufc 

My  Silence  as  unkind ,  and  fcorn  my  Mufe . 

Ah  what  did  that  avail  to  fet  me  free ! 

Yet  if  you  fue  me  ,  Sir ,  the  Law's  for  me . 

But  you  complain  befide,  you  fay,  my  Lord  ,  3® 

I  promisM  you  fome  Odes ,  yet  break  my  Word . 
I  r.  Thro*  thoufand  Dangers  and  a  World  of  Pain , 

Lncjillus  Soldier,  who  had  ftrove  to  gain 

A  little  Mony^  what  with  Care  he  kept, 

Once  tir'd,  loft  ev*ry  Penny  as  he  flept.  37 

Thence  he ,  a  very  Wolf  and  angry  grown  , 

Both  with  himfelf  and  Foe ,  rulht  boldly  on , 

And  with  his  Teeth  as  'twere  overthrew  a  Town 

Tho'  ftrong  and  well  provided  with  a  Guard  j 

This  got  him  Credit,  and  a  large  Rewards  4^ 

Soon  after,  when  they  were  to  ftorm  a  Town, 

The  Captain  chofe  him  out,  and  edg'd  him  on 

"With  fuch  AfFecStion ,  fuch  warm  Words  he  preft 

As  might  inflame  the  coldeft  Coward's  Breaft ; 

Go  where  thy  Virtue  calls ,  go ,  Conqueror  ,go,  45* 

Thy  Friends  Jhall  give  Rewards ,  and  Spoils  thy  Foe  • 

But  crafty  he  reply *d  ,  Ne  Town  I'll  force. 

No  Sir ,  he'll  venture  that  hath  loft  his  Purfe , 

Rome  bred  me  firft,  Ihe  taught  me  Grammar  Rules, 

And  all  the  little  Authors  read  in  Schools .  Jo 

A  little  more  than  this  learn'd  Athens  fliow'd , 

And  taught  me  how  to  fep'rate  Bad  from  Goods 

The  Academick  SeSt  pofleft  my  Youth , 

And  'midfl:  their  pleafant  Shades  I  fought  for  Truth . 

But  rough  times  drove  me  from  my  bleft  Retreat,     SS 

And  toft  me  thro'  the  Troubles  of  the  Great . 

Tho'  rude  in  Arms ,   and  tho'  well  learn'd  in  Fears , 

The  Tide  yet  bore  me  on  to  Civil  Wars . 

When  thofe  had  clip'd  my  Wings  and  brought  me  down  , 

My  fmall  Farm  loii,  and  all  my  Mony  goae;  6o 
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Thofe  with  my  Shield  I  left  by  {hameful  Flight  i 

Bold  Poverty  firft  fet  me  on  to  write  • 

%it  now  I  have  enough  to  keep  ofF  Want , 

(That  is  as  much  as  Heav*n  it  felf  can  grant) 

What  Helebore  cou*d  cure  my  wild  Difeafe,  €f 

Shou'd  I  prefer  a  Mufe  before  my  Fafe  ! 

On  me  each  circling  Year  does  make  a  Prey , 

It  fteals  my  Humour,  and  my  Mirth  aways 

And  now  at  laft  wou*d  fteal  my  Poms  too 

l^rom  my  Embraces  what  wou'd  you  have  mc  do?  70 

Befides  not  all  admire ,  not  all  appfvOve 

One  fort  i  you  Odes  y  Iambi. ks  others  love  y 

Others  in  keencft  Satyrs  Rage  delight; 

Sharp  Salt  alone  can  raife  their  Appetite: 

Methinks  I*ve  three  invited  to  a  Feaft ,  Jf 

A  different  Palate  too,  to  ev'ry  Gueft. 

What  iliall ,  what  Iliall  I  not  provide  ?  What  you 

Commend  and  eat ,  dilgufts  the  other  two  • 

Eefides ,  do'ft  think  that  I  can  mind  a  Song 

While  here  at  Rome ,  'midft  aU  the  Noife  and  Throng  8« 

Of  diff'rent  Cares  ?  One  begs  me  pafs  my  Word 

For  him ,  then  I  muft  wait  upon  my  Lord , 

To  hear  his  Verfes ,  and  I  mult  be  gone , 

Leave  all  my  other  Work  and  Cares  alone  , 

And  march/rom  one  to  t'other  end  o'th'  Town.  J  S_f 

„  Xut  y  Sir  i  there's  roomy  the  Street  is  clean  andftiUy 

P5  And  you  may  walk  and  think  on  what  yon  will, 

Ves ,  here  a  Waggon  bears  a  logg  of  Wood 

Or  weighty  Stone ,  and  groans  beneath  the  Load  • 

Sad  Funerals  here  are  juitPing  with  a  Dray,  90 

And  there  the  fweaty  Carman  bawls  for  way. 

Here  a  Mad  Dog ,  and  there  a  Sow  doth  fright , 

Go  now  'midft  this,  and  lofty  Verfes  write. 

Each  Writer  hates  the  Town,  and  Woods  approves, 

Right  Son  of  'Bacchm  pleas'd  with  Shades  and  Groves.^ 

Yet  'midft  thefe  Tumults  you  wou'd  have  me  try 

To  trace  the  narrow  fteps  of  Poetry  • 
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The  Man  that  takes  learn'd  jithens  clofe  Retreat, 

Who  by  himfelf  doth  ftudy  to  be  greats 

when  he  hath  ftudy*d  feven  full  tedious  Years,  lOO 

Grown  old  and  grey  upon  his  Books  and  Cares; 

Yet  after  all  this  time  and  pains  beftow'd  , 

Grows  a  mecr  Stock,  and's  laugh'd  at  by  the  Crowd. 

Then  'midft  the  Waves  and  Tempefts  of  the  Town , 

Where  Cares  do  tofs  and  vexing  Bufmefs  drown,     lof 

Can  I  compofe  my  Thoughts ,  can  I  afpire , 

And  join  fit  Words  to  tunei  the  Rorridn  Lyre? 

I II.  Two  Brothers  liv*d  at  Rome,  a  Lawyer  onCi 
And  one  a  Rhetor  ,  noted  both  in  Town, 
Vain-glorious  both,  and  ftudious  of  a  Name,  no 

They  blew  their  Trumpets  to  each  other's  Fame. 
They  one  another  did  extreamly  pleafei 
And  are  not  Poets ,  Sir ,  as  mad  as  thefe  ? 
I  Oiies ,  and  one  writes  Elegy,  Divine, 
A  curious  Work,  polilli'd  by  all  the  M«f  •  iij" 

See  how  we  ftrut ,  and  what  a  Port  we  bear , 
With  what  high  Scorn  look  o'er  the  Theater , 
The  other  Poets  fheak  and  fcarce  appear . 
But  if  you've  leafure  ftand  afide ,  and  know 
Why  we  admire  and  praife  each  other  fo,  ^izo 

Why  wreath  the  Crown ,  and  why  the  Bays  beflow 
We  quarrel ,  and  with  equal  Fortune  fight , 
True  Sammtes ,  draw  the  lingring  War  till  Night. 
Then  flraight  in  his  Opinion  I'm  Divine 
j^ leans i  well,  and  what  is  he  in  mine?  I2j 

Ca  limachus ,  or  wou'd  he  more?  Mimnermm  Fame 
He  gets,  and  glories  in  his  borrowed  Name. 
A  thoufand  things  I  fiiffer ,  to  aflwage 
The  wafpifh  Poets,  and  to  cool  their  Rage; 
Becaufe  I  write  my  felf,  I  plead  their  Caufe  ,  130 

I  fmooth,  and  humbly  beg  the  Crowds  Applaufes 
But  when  grown  fober  I  lliake  oiF  my  Mufe , 
I'm  deaf?  and  imlefs  hir'd  to  hear,  refufe; 


1 


5oS 


E  P  I  S  T.  II.    Lib.  II. 


} 


Dull-  Rhimes  are  Iaugh*d  at ,  yet  wc  ne*er  give  o'er  / 
Our  Writers  fmile  ,  and  e'en  themfelves  adore,         135 
If  you  are  flow  to  clap  they  fwear  *tis  Spite , 
And  praife  themfelves  v^hat  happy  they  have  writ . 

IV.  But  he  that  hath  a  curious  Piece  defign'dj 
When  he  begins  muft  take  a  Cenfir*s  Mind , 
Severe  and  honeft,  and  what  Words  appear  ")  140 

Too  light  and  trivial ,  or  too  weak  to  bear 
The  weighty  Senfe,  nor  worth  the  Readers  care,. 
Shake  off s  tho'  ftubborn ,  they  are  loath  to  move , 
And  tho'  we  fancy  dearly ,  tho*  we  love . 
Good  words,  now  grpwnobfcure  ,  bring  gently  forth,  145' 
Relieve  them  from  the  dark,  and  fhow  their  Worth, 
TJs'd  by  the  Antients ,  tho*  confum'd  by  Rage 
Of  eating  Time ,  and  grown  deform'd  with  Age ; 
And  take  new  words  begot  by  Parent  ufe , 
Prune  the  luxuriant,  and  corre£fc  theloofe»  ij"© 

Pure,  flowing,  as  a  River  rouls  along. 
And  bring  new  Plenty  to  the  Roman  Tongue ; 
Reform ,  and  cut  fuperfluous  Branches  off s 
Strengthen  the  weaker  Words  ,  and  fmooth  the  rough : 
Now  pain'd,  now  eas'd  ,  as  one  that  muft  put  on   ijj 
Wow  wanton  Satyrs ,  now  a  heavy  Clown ; 
Now  I  had  rather  be  a  little  Wit , 
So  my  dull  Verfe  my  own  dear  felf  delight, 
Than  know  my  Faults ,  be  vex'd  ,  and  die  with  fpight 
An  Argive  Gentleman,  as  Stories  fay,  160 

Did  always  fancy  that  he  f  .w  a  Play , 
The  A£i:ors  Drefs ,  and  well  wrought  Scenes  appear  , 
And  clap'd  and  fmilM  in  th'  qmpty  Theater . 
In  all  things  elfe  he  fhew'd  a  fober  Mind , 
A  loving  Neighbour,  and  an  honeft  Friend;  iCs 

Kind  to  his  Wife ,  and  gen'rous  to  his  Slave , 
Nor  when  he  faw  the  Barrel  broach'd  wou*d  rave  ; 
Wou'd  fliun  an  open  Well ,  and  dang'rous  Pits , 
And  feem  a  perfed  Man,  and  in  his  Wits . 
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Him  when  his  tender  Friends ,  with  Coft  and  Pains, 17® 

Had  cur'd  ,  and  Phyfick  gently  purg*d  his  Brains , 

He  cry'd ,  Ah  me  I  my  Friends  5  /  am  undone  > 

TotCve  rmn*d  me  9  now  all  my  Pleafure's  gone  ; 

Ton  have  de/lroy'd ,  while  you  defgn*d  to  fave  , 

I've  loft  the  pleafantft  Cheat  that  Man  cou*d  have,       i^jj 

V.  'Tis  time  now  to  be  wife ,  forfake  my  Toys , 
And  leave  my  Verfes ,  proper  Sport  for  Boys , 
Not  follow  Words ,  and  numerous  Songs  contrive , 
But  feek  fit  Meafures  ,  and  true  Rules  to  Live  . 
Vl.If  what  you  drink  fliouM  make  your  heats  increafe,  1^80 
Wou'd  you  not  tell  the  Do&or  your  Difeafe  ? 
Now  when  the  more  you  have ,  you  crave  the  more , 
When  Floods  of  Store  fliall  make  you  thirfl:  for  Store  ^ 
Won't  you  confefs ,  and  this  Diftemper  own  ? 
All  this  I  ufe  to  think  on  when  alone .  i8/ 

Suppofe  you  had  a  Wound ,  and  one  had  /how'd 
An  Herb ,  which  you  apply'd  but  found  no  good , 
Wou'd  you  be  fond  of  this,  increafe  your  Pain, 
And  ufe  the  fruitlefs  Remedy  again? 
Thus  when  you  hear  on  whom  kind  Heav'n  beftows  190 
Great  heap^  of  Wealth ,  they  ftreight  their  folly  lofe « 
And  yet  yon  cannot  find  your  felf  more  wife , 
Becaufe  more  rich,  you'll  follow  their  Advice* 
Cou'd  Wealth  with  God-like  Prudence   Minds  infpirei 
Cure  them  of  vexing  Fear ,  and  fond  Defire,  195 

Then  you  ihou'vd  blulh ,  if  all  the  World  cou'd  fliow 
A  fober  Man ,  more  covetous  than  you . 
If  that's  our  own ,  which  pow'rful  Coin  procures , 
And  Ufe ,  as  Lawyers  fay  5  makes  fbmething  ours ; 
The  Field  that  feeds  thee's  thine ;  rich  Orbtts  ploughs,  20t> 
His  Servant  that  manures  his  Land ,  and  fows , 
And  breaks  the  fruitful  Clod ,  that  muft  afFord 
Good  Corn  to  thee ,  confefles  thee  his  Lord : 
One  pays  his  Mony ,  and  receives  again , 
Eggs ,  PuUets ,  Grapes  a  or  elfe  a  Flask  of  Wine  •    s.o$ 
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And  thus  by  chefe  degrees  the  Farm  he  buys , 

Bought  at  three  thoufand  Pound ,  or  higher  price « 

Well  then,  what  difFrence  is  it,  whether  now 

You  pay  for  what  you  have ,  or  did  it  long  ago  ? 

Thofe  Purchafers , that  Vejis  Fields  have  gained,        2I0> 

And  large  Aricia's  Plains ,  tho*  rich  in  Land  , 

Yet  even  now  buy  ev'ry  Herb  they  eat , 

They  buy  each  ftick  of  Wood  to  boil  their  Meat . 

Altho*  they  think  not  fo ,  and  call  the  Grounds 

Their  own,  which  yonder  friendly  Poplar  bounds. xijT 

As  if  that  cou'd  be  thine,  that  call'd  thy  own. 

Which  ev'ry  Moment's  hurry 'd  up  and  down , 

And  now  to  this ,  and  now  to  t'other  thrown , 

Which  Mony ,  Fraud  or  Flattery  command , 

And  fnatch  from  one ,  to  fill  another's  Hand :         2.a(3 

So  fmce  perpetual  Ufe  to  none's  allow'd. 

But  Heir  crowds  Heir ,  as  in  a  rowling  Flood 

Wave  urges  Wave,  ah  what  doth  it  avail. 

To  join  large  Groves  to  Grove ,  and  Vale  to  Vale 

If  Death  with  equal  hand ,  ftrikes  Great  and  Small,  J  22^ 

Death  unrelenting,  and  that  never  f^^ares. 

Not  to  be  brib*d  with  Gold ,  or  won  by  Tears  ? 

Gold,  Jewels,  Statues,  Marble,  Ivory, 

Paint ,  Cloth  of  Gold ,  and  Suits  of  precious  Dye , 

Gay  Purple,  Silver,  fome  are  wont  to  crave,         230* 

Yet  cannot  get,  and  fome  don't  care  to  have. 

Why  of  two  Twins,  the  one  his  Picafure  loves. 

Prefers  his  Sports  to  Herod*s  fragrant  Groves; 

The  other  rich ,  and  greedy  of  his  Gain , 

With  Fire  and  Iron  tames  his  woody  Plain ,  23I 

He  drives  the  heavy  Plough  from  Morn  till  Night, 

His  Labour's  Pleafure ,  and  his  Pain  Delight ; 

That  Genim  only  knows ,  that's  wont  to  wait 

On  birth-day  Stars,  the  guider  qf  our  Fate, 

Our  Nature's  God ,  that  doth  his  Influence  flied »     a^.^ 

Eafy  to  any  Shape ,  or  good  or  bad : 


I. 


[ 
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When  Natures  wants  require,  I  will  be  free, 

Nor  care  what  my  bold  Heir  will  think  of  me, 

1*11  Life  my  little  Heap ,  tho*  he  be  griev'd , 

Becaufe  I  leave  no  more  than  I  receiv'd :  I4f 

Yet  I  the  fame  wou*d  know ,  what  difFerence  lies 

Between  free  ipending  ,  and  loofe  fquandring  Vice  , 

And  how  far  Thrift's  remov'd  from  Avarice . 

For  flire  it  differs  much  to  wafte  our  Store , 

And  to  fpend  freely ,  and  not  itrive  for  more :        zj'f 

And  as  i'  th*  five  days  Feaft ,  of  old ,  the  Boy 

Take  the  fliort  Sweets ,  and  as  in  hafte  enjoy  • 

I  am  not  rich ,  nor  do  I  gape  for  more  i 

But  let  me  not  be  fcandaloufly  poor , 

And  let  my  Ship  be  great ,  or  be  it  fmall  |  2 /j" 

If  I  the  fame ,  the  very ,  I  can  f^il . 


}: 


3" 

ART     OF 

POETRY 

To  the  Vison^s. 


SUppofe  a  Fainter  fliou'd  a  Canvas  fpread  , 
To  draw  a  Piece,  and  paint  a  Woman's  Head> 
Then  a  Mare*s  Neck ;  and  then  from  different  things  j 
Take  different  Parts  >  and  cover  all  with  Wings ; 
Then  a  Fifli  Tails  purfue  his  fenfelefs  Thought,         1 
And  mix  the  whole  Creation  in  a  Draught , 
And  all  thefe  Parts  in  itrange  proportion  join ; 
Wou'd  you  not  laugh  to  fee  this  wild  Defign? 

Believe  me,  Sirs^  that  Book  is  like  this  Piece, 
Where  ev'ry  Part  fo  ftrangely  difagrees .  lO 

lAk^Jick  Mens  Dreams ,  there's  neither  Head  nor  Tailj^ 
But  ftrange  Confufion ,  fhapelefs  Monfters  all . 

Poets  and  Painters  equally  may  dan  , 
In  hold  Attempts  they  claim  an  equal  Jhare , 
And  may  do  any  thing :  All  this  we  know »  Jjf 

This  freedom  too ,  wc  mutually  allow  i 
And  yet  this  leave  can  give  no  jufl  Pretence 
To  fight  the  fteady  Rules  of  Common  Senfe , 
And  join  quite  Oppojites ,  the  Wild  and  Tame  i 
The  Snake  and  Dove ,  the  Lion  and  the  Lamb  •        vi 

Next  great  Beginnings ,  and  in  high  Defigns , 

Some  fcatter  here  and  there  few  gawdy  Lines , 

Which  glifler  finely,  when  a  Grove's  their  Theme > 

A  pleafant  Wood ,  or  elfe  a  purling  Stream : 

How  with  the  Flood  y  their  Fancies  ywoo^/?^  flow  I       3-S 

How  variofifly  they  paint  the  Heav'nly  Bow  I 

But 
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But  now  perhaps  none  of  thefe  Theams  agree , 
Perhaps  thou  haft  fome  Skill  to  paint  a  Tree , 
But  what  of  that?  What  will  this  Art  perform? 
Wert  thou  to  draw  a  Ship  wrack ,  or  a  Storm ,  3* 

Defcribe  a  Mariner  >  how  with  panting  Breath , 
He  blows  the  Floods ,  and  keeps  out  entring  Death ; 
While  with  one  Hand  defpairing  Life  he  faves  s 
The  other  grafps  his  Riches  on  the  Waves  ? 
when  you  a  mighty  Untt  refolv'd  to  caft,  3^ 

Why  doth  it  dwindle  to  a  Pint  at  laft? 

In  fliort.  In  all  you  write  let  Art  controul, 
And  keep  the  fame  juft  Tenor  thro'  the  whole . 

But,  Sirs,  moft  Poets  now  are  finely  caught, 
By  (how  of  Right  deluded  to  a  Fault :  40 

By  ftriving  to  be  Jhortj  obfcure  they  grow; 
And  when  they  wou'd  hefmooth,  they  fink  too  lowj 
Their  Spirits  fail :  And  fome  that  wou'd  be  high , 
Streight /w^//,*  and  when  they  fliou'd  but  walk,  they  Ryi 
while  fbm.e  too  cautious  fear  the  Winds  will  roar ,        4^ 
And  Waters  tofs  s  nor  dare  to  leave  the  Shoar . 
Another' s ^arling  Fancy  wildly  roves, 
And  placeth  Bores  in  Floods ,  and  Trouts  in  Groves : 

Thus ,  if  it  wants  juft  j^rt ,  a  cautious  Fear 
Of  Erring  is  a  certain  way  to  Err .  fo 

That  Graver  yonder  in  th'  Emilian  Square , 
Can  hit  the  Nails,  or  imitate  the  Hair , 
But  he*s  a  Sot,  unhappy  in  his  Arts 
Becaufe  he  cannot  fafbion  ev'ry  Part , 
And  make  the  whole  compleat ;  fliou'd  I  compole  >  SS 
I'd  rather  freely  chufe  an  ugly  Nofe 
With  two  black  Eyes ,  black  Hair  exa£lly  trim  , 
To  make  me  more  deform*d,  than  be  like  him. 

You  Writers  try  the  Vigour  of  your  Mufe ,  ^ 

And  what  her  ftrength  will  bear ,  and  what  refufe,  >g« 
,  And  after  that  an  equal  Subject  chufe .  J 

I', For  he  that  does  this  well,  and  chufes  right. 
His  Method  will  be  clear,  his  Words  be  fit.    . 
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In  this,  or  I  miftake,  confifts  the  Grace, 

And  Force  of  Method,  to  allign  a  Place,  fjjr 

For  what  muft  now ,  what  by  and  by  be  faid , 

What  for  the  prefent  time  muft  be  delaid; 

What  Thoughts  you  muft  improve ,  what  Notion  flight  ?' 

If  you  will  aim  at  Praife  in  all  you  write  • 

Be  cautious  in  your  Words  >  invent  but  few ,  70 

We're  puzled  rather ,  than  we're  pleasM  with  new : 

Yet  'twill  be  Art,  and  'twill  procure  thee  Praife, 

If  well  apply'd ,  and  in  a  handfome  Phrafe , 

You  make  new  Words  feem  eajy ,  plain ,  and  known , 

We  all  will  clap ,  and  cry  *Twas  bravely  done .         yf 

But  if  you  wou'd  unheard  of  things  exprefsj 

And  cloath  new  Notions  in  a  Modern  Drefs  ; 

Invent  nexv  Words,  we  can  indulge  a  Mufe, 

Until  the  Licence  rife  to  an  Abji[e: 

And  thofe  are  beft,  that  do  but  gently  fall,  lo 

Juft  vary'd  from  the  Greek  Original: 

Why  Varim  fliou'd,  or  Virgil ,  be  deny'd. 

What  Plautm  and  Cccilim  wifely  did : 

And  for  what  reafon  fliou'd  the  Fops  refent, 

If  I  but  fevo ,  and  modefily  invent  ?  %f 

when  Cato's  Stile  and  Ennius  lofty  Song, 

With  various  flore  enrich'd  our  Mother  Tongue, 

*Twas  ftill  allow'd,  and  'twill  be  flill  allow'd. 

To  make  new  Words  plain  to  be  underftood  . 

As  Leaves  on  Trees  do  with  the  turning  Year ,         $i 

The  former  fall ,  and  others  will  appear  ; 

Juft  fo  it  is  in  Words  ,  one  Word  will  rife , 

Look  green,  and  flourifli,  when  another  dies/ 

All  We  ,  and  Ours  ,  are  in  a  changing  State, 

Juft  Nature's  Debt,  and  muft  be  paid  to  Fate.  5X 

Great  Cafar's  Mole,  that  braves  the  furious  Tides, 

V/here  now  fecure  from  Storms  his  Navy  rides : 

E'en  that  ^r^/«'^L^i^5,where  former  Ages  row'd,*!! 

A  great  unfruitful  Wafte,  tho'  now  'tis  plough'd,  > 

Bears  Corn,  and  fends  the  Neighb'ripg  CiuciFood  J  t^ 
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Thofe  new  Canales ,  that  bound  fierce  Tiber* s  Force » 

That  teach  the  Streams  to  take  a  better  Courfe , 

And  fpare  the  Plough-man's  Hopesse'en  thefe  mufl  waflei 

Then  how  c^n  feeble  Wards  pretend  to  laft? 

Some  Words  that  have,  or  elfe  will  feel  decay,        loj 

Shall  be  rellor'd,  and  come  again  in  plays 

And  \^^ords  now  fam'd ,  (hall  not  be  fancy *d  long. 

They  fhall  not  pleafe  the  Ear ,  or  move  the  Tongue  : 

As  Ufe  {hall  thefe  approve ,  and  thofe  condemn , 

Ufe  the  file  Rule  of  Speech^  and  Judge  Supreme.  ii« 

How  we  /hou'd  write  of  Battels ,  Wars  and  King5 , 

And  fuit  with  mighty  Numbers ,  mighty  Things  > 

Firft  Homer  fliow'd,  and  by  Example  taught, 

He  wrote  as  nobly ,  as  his  Heroes  fought ; 

In  Verfes  long  andjhorty  Grief  firft  appeared,  iij 

In  thofe  they  mourn'd  paft  Ills ,  and  future  fear'd : 

But  foon  thefe  lines  with  Mirth  and  Joy  were  fiU'd , 

Atid  told  when  Fortune ,  or  a  Miftrifs  fmil'd : 

But  who  thefe  Meafures  was  the  firft  that  wrote , 

The  Criticks  doubt,  and  cannot  end  the  doubt.         120 

^rchihchits  was  arm'd  by  injur'd  Rage, 
When  keen  lambkins  he  did  firft  engage   ' 
With  chat  ftiarp  Foot ,  and  left  it  to  the  Stage ; 
For  'tis  a  founding  Foot ,  and  full  of  Force , 
And  fit,  as  made  on  purpofe  ,  for  Difcourfe,  iiy 

In  Lyriik  Numbers  Gods  and  Hero's  found , 
The  fwifteft  Horfe  is  prais'd ,  or  Wreftler  crown'd ; 
Feafts,  Wine,  and  open  Mirth,  or  Myrtle  Shades, 
The  Cares  of  Love ,  or  Tears  of  fighing  Maids . 

Unlefs  all  Matters  I  exaftly  hit,  130 

What  juft  Pretence  have  I  to  be  a  Wic  ? 
What  claim  have  I  to  the  Poetick  Name  ? 
Wt«?»r  fair  Pretenfions  to  put  in  for  Fame? 
Or  why  fliou'd  I  conceal  my  want  of  Skill , 
Abfurdly  modeft,  and  be  foolifh  ftill,  15  j 

Rather  than  fhow  my  Want ,  demand  Supplies 
From  richer  Parts ,  and  fo  at  laft  be  Wife  ? 

O  a 


} 
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A  Comtek  Story  hates  a  Tragick  Stile, 
'Bombaft  Ipoils  Humour  y  and  diftorts  a  ATw/'/ff; 
And  Tragical  Thyejies  barb'rous  Feaft,  "J  149 

Scorns  Mean^nd  Common W or ds,2Lnd  hates  ajefl;  > 
Let  ev'ry  iy«i^;V^  have  what  fits  it  beft:  J  / 

Yet  Comedy  may  be  allow'd  to  rife, 
And  rattle  in  a  Paffion  or  Surprize : 
And  Tragedy  in  humble  Words  muft  weep ,  j^y 

The  Stile  muft  fuppliant  feem ,  and  feem  to  creep  : 
Peleus  and  Telephus  exii'd  and  poor , 
Muft  leave  their  Flights  ^  and  give  their  'Bombafl  o'er  j" 
If  they  wou'd  keep  their  well-pleasM  Audience  long. 
And  raife  their  juft  Refentments  for  their  Wrong  .  i /d 
'Tis  not  enough,  that  Plays  are  neatly  wrought, 
Exactly  form'd ,  and  of  an  even  Plot , 
They  mufl  be  taking  too,  furprife  and  feize. 
And  force  our  Souls  which  way  the  Writers  pleafeJ 

We  laugh ,  or  weep ,  as  we  fee  others  do ,  i^f 

Our  Souls  agree ,  and  take  their  PaJJlons  too  ; 
My  Grief  with  others  jufl  Proportion  bears , 
To  make  me  weep ,  you  mufl:  be  firfl;  in  Tears  r 
Then  Telephus  I  can  believe  thy  Moan , 
And  think  thy  Miferies  are  all  my  own ;  1^0 

iBut  if  thy  part  be  /'//,  or  a&ed  ill , 
Unheeding  thy  Complaint,  I  fleep  or  fmile.' 
Sad  Words  fuit  well  with  Grief,  with  Joy  the  loofef 
Grave  the  Severe ,  and  Merry  the  Jocofe: 
•Tis  Nature  ftill  that  doth  the  Change  begin,'  i^f 

She  fafliions ,  and  flie  forms  our  Souls  within  I 
To  all  the  Changes,  and  the  Turns  of  Fates         ,  ^-^ 
Now  fcrews  our  Minds  to  an  unufual  height » 
And  fwells  us  into  Rage  j  or  bending  low, 
She  cramps  our  Souls  with  dull  contracting  WOe^  xyd 
She  makes  us  floop  beneath  a  weighty  Wrong, 
Then  tells  the  various  Paifions  with  the  Tongua^ 
Now  if  his  Speech  doth  not  his  Fortune  fit , 
He  will  be  hiit  by  Gallery,  JBoj^  imd  Pit, 
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You  muft  take  care,  and  iife  quite  different Wov As ,  lyf 

When  Servants  fpeak,  or  their  commanding  Lordi^ 

When  grave  old  Men ,  or  head-ftrong  Totith  difcourfe , 

When  flately  Matrons ,  or  a  hufy  Nurfe ; 

A  cheating  Tradesman  >  or  a  labouring  Clown  > 

A  Greek i  or  Afian  ,  bread  at  Court  or  Town ,  i8© 

Keep  to  old  Tales  ,  or  if  you  muft  have  new , 
Feign  things  coherent ,  that  may  look  like  true : 
If  you  would  draw  *  Achilles  in  Difgrace , 
Then  draw  Achilles ,  as  Achilles  was  ; 
Impatient,  fierce,  inexorable,  proud,  iSj 

His  Sword  his  Law,  his  own  right  Hand  his  God. 
M^dea  muft  be  furious ,  (he  mufl  rave : 
Crafty  Ixion  a  defigning  Knaves 
Jo  a  wandring  Cow ,  and  Im  fad  : 
And  poor  Orejles  melancholy  Mad .  i$o 

JBut  if  you'll  leave  thofe  Paths  where  mofl  have  gone  j 
And  dare  to  make  a  Perfin  of  your  own , 
Take  care  you  ftill  the  fame  Proportions  ftrike , 
Let  all  the  Parts  agree,  and  be  alike. 

Unufual  Subje^Sts,  Sir,  'tis  hard  to  hit,  i^j 

It  asks  no  common  Pains ,  nor  common  Wit  s 
Rather  on  Subjeds  known  your  Mind  employ, 
And  take ,  from  Homer ,  fome  old  Tales  of  Troy , 
And  bring  thofe  ufual  things  again  in  view , 
Than  venture  on  a  Subject  wholly  new :  20d 

Yet  you  may  make  thefe  common  Theams  your  own, 
TJnlefs  you  treat  of  things  too  fully  known ; 
Show  the  fame  Humours  ,  and  that  ufual  State , 
Or  Word  for  Word  too  faithfully  tranilate; 
Or  elfe  your  Pattern  fo  Cdnfin*dly  chufe ,  ")  lojr 

That  you  are  ftill  condemn'd  to  follow  clofe , 
Or  break  all  decent  Meafures  to  be  loofc . 


} 


*  I  read,  Scripa;  inhonoratum,  &c, 

O  J 
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Firil ,  ftrain  no  higher  than  your  Voice  will  hold , 
Nor  as  that  *  Cjclick  Writer  did  of  old  > 
'Begin  my  mighty  Mitfcy  and  boldly  dare,  .210 

r II  fmg  great  Priam'f  Fatey  and  noble  War  ^ 
What  did  he  worth  a  Gape  fo  large  produce? 
The  Travelling  Mountain  yields  a  filly  Monfe . 
Much  better  Horner^  who  doth  all  things  well, 
Mnfe  tell  the  Man  ,  for  yon  can  purely  tell,     '  11  f 

Who  ,  Troy  once  fall* n,  to  many  Countries  i»ent  ^ 
Andflridtly  viewed  the  Men,  and  Government  • 
As  one  that  knows  the  Laws  of  Writing  right* 
He  makes  Light  follow  Smoak ,  not  Smoak  the  Light ; 
For  Itreight,  how  Rtrce^Charybdis  rolls  along!  22® 

How  Scylla  roars  thro*  all  his  wondrous  Song ! 
Nor  doth  he ,  that  he  might  feem  deeply  read  3 
Begin  the  fam'd  Return  of  Diomed, 
From  Mcleager's  Death  ',  nor  dives  as  far  ? 
As  Leda's  Eggs ,  ^  ^^S 

For  the  beginning  of  the  Trojan  War : 
He  always  haftens  on  to  the  Events , 
And  flill  the  middle  of  the  Tale  prefents, 
As  'twere  the  firfts  then  draws  the  Reader  on; 
*T1I1  the  v/hole  Story  is  exa£tly  known,  ^230 

And  what  he  can't  improve  he  lets  alone . 
And  fo  joins  Lies  and  Truth,  that  ev'ry  part  agrees. 
And  feem  no  Fi6fcion ,  but  a  real  Piece  • 

But,  Sir,  obferve:  (Shame  waits  on  tlie  Negle61:,) 
This  I,  and  all,  as  well  as  I,  expedl,  23/ 

If  you  wou'd  have  a  judging  Audience  flay , 
Be  pleas'd,  and  clap ,  and  fit  out  all  the  Play: 


*  Scriptor  Cyclicus  is  ntt ,  as  ufually  thought ,  Scrip- 
tor  Circumforaneus  ,  but  the  fame  with  what  the  Greeks 
laWd  KJxa/x^  j  of  whom  fee  Langbain  in  his  Notes  on 
Longinus, 


1 
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Obferve  what  Hnmonr  in  each  j4ge  appears , 

Then  draw  your  fit,  and  lively  ,  Characters  , 

And  fuit  their  changing  Minds ,  and  changing  Years.  J  240 

A  Tioy  that  juft  fpeaks  plain ,  and  goes  alone  > 

Loves  childifli  Play-mates ,  he  is  angry  foon , 

And  pleas*d  as  foon  j  and  both  for  nothing  ftill , 

Changing  his  Humour ,  various  is  his  Will : 

A  ToHth  jufl  loofen'd  from  his  Tutor's  Care ,  245* 

Leaves  off  his  Books ,  and  follows  Hounds  and  Hare » 

The  Horfe  is  his  Delight ,  or  Cards  and  Dice , 

Rough  to  Reproof,  and  cafie  bent  to  Vice: 

Inconftant ,  eager ,  haughty ,  fierce  and  proud  5     1 

A  very  flow  Provider  for  his  good  ,  WjO' 

And  prodigal  of  his  Coin ,  and  of  his  Blood .       J 

The  full  grown  Man  doth  aim  at  different  ends , 

He  betters  his  Eflate ,  and  gets  him  Friends  3 

He  courts  gay  Honour,  and  he  fears  to  do. 

What  he  mull  alter  on  a  fecond  View;  3L>f 

An  Old  Man's  Charadler  is  hit  with  Eafe, 

For  he  is  pettifii ,  and  all  one  Difoafe  : 

Still  covetous?  and  flill  he  gripes  for  more. 

And  yet  he  fears  to  ufe  his  pcfent  Store : 

Slow,  long  in  Hope,  ilill  eager  to  live  on,  2^0 

And  fond  of  no  Man's  Judgement  but  his  own  ; 

On  Totiths  gay  Frolicks  peevifhly  fevere? 

And  oh  !  when  he  was jyorw^, what  Times  they  were! 

The  Flow  of  Life  brings  in  a  wealthy  Store ,        ") 

The  Ebb  draws  back  ,   what-e'er   was   brought  f 

before ,      |  2^f 
And  leaves  a  barren  Sand  ,  and  naked  Shore  •         I 
And  therefore  when  you  reprefcnt  a  Tonth , 
Left  you  draw  Lines ,  that  fit  a  Man  of  growth ; 
Obferve  the  juft  decorum  of  the  Stage , 
And  fliow  thofe  Himenrs  ftill  that  fuit  the  Age  ;      270 
For  otherwife  'twill  feem  as  fond  and  wiidj 
As  'tis  to  clap  a  Beard  upon  a  Child . 
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Whate'er  a  Play  can  comprehend ,  is  Jhown 
Upon  the  open  Stage ,  or  told  alone ', 
Things  only  told,  tho*  of  the  fame  degree*  27 S 

Do  raife  our  Paflions  lefs  than  what  we  fee : 
For  the  Spe6fator  takes  in  ev'ry  Part, 
The  Eye's  the  faithfulPft  Servant  to  the  Heart : 
Yet  do  not  ev*ry  Part  too  freely  ftiew , 
Some  bear  the  telling ,  better  than  the  view :  2,80 

Things  wild  or  crml  do  difpleafe  the  Eyes , 
And  yet  when  only  told ,  the  fame  furprife  s 
Medea  muft  not  draw  her  murdering  Knife , 
And  on  the  Stage  attempt  her  Childrens  Life : 
Nor  Vrogne  fly  transformed  into  a  Fowl  >  2.S/ 

Nor  Hecuba i  turnM  Bitch,  begin  to  howl; 
Nor  Cadmus  there  his  fnaky  Folds  advance  a 
I  hate  fuch  wild  improbable  Romance. 

The  Play  that  you  defign  fliou'd  often  pleafe, 
Mufl:  have  jive  A6ls ,  and  neither  more  nor  lefs  j        299 
No  Goi appear  to  mend  an  ill  wrought  Scene, 
Unlefs  fome  weighty  Canfe  fhall  force  him  in : 
To  crowd  the  S;age,  is  odious  and  abfurd, 
Let  no  fourth  A£tor  flrive  to  fpeak  a  word  • 

The  Chorus  muft  fupply  an  A£l:or's  place ,  x^S 

And  take  his  Part,  this  gives  a  nat'ral  Graces 
Left  any  thing  between  the  A£ii  fliou'd  feem, 
Not  fitly  fuited  to  the  common  Theme : 
Let  him  commend  the  Good ,  and  Friends ,  and  Eafe , 
Praife  wholfome  Juftice,  and  love  open  Peace  :        300 
Tame  PafTion ,  all  Mens  Thoughts  to  Virtue  win , 
And  cheriQi  thofe  that  are  afraid  to  Sin: 
Extenuate  Faults,  and  pray  to  mighty  God, 
That  Fate  wou*d  raife  the  Poor ,  ^nd  Jink  the  Proud, 

The  Pipe  of  old,  was  not  as  large  as  now ,  30J 

Nor  gither*d  all  the  Breach  a  Man  cou'd  blow: 
It's  holbw,  fmall ,  and  fill'd  with  feeble  Wind  , 
It  chctr'd  the  Audience  3  with  the  Chorus  join'd>     . 
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Not  made  of  Brafs ,  nor  like  the  Trumpet  loud , 

With  pleafmg  Airs  it  fill'd  the  little  Crowd  :  310 

For  then  this  new  Delight  was  known  to  few , 

And  you  cou'd  number  thofe  that  came  to  view* 

No  wanton  Luxury  did  taint  the  Stage  , 

But  that  was  mean,  and  modelt  as  the  Age. 

Eut  when  ftrange  Nations  felt  our  Conquering  Hand,  315* 
"When  Rome  enlarg'd  the  bounds  of  her  Command, 
When  fi atelier  Walls  flie  did  begin  to  raife, 
And  Mirth  ,  and  Wine ,  and  Sport  imploy'd  our  Days 
The  modijh  Luxury  fpread  o'er  the  Plays  : 
Vor  what  cou'd  pleafe  fo  mix'd,  ill  matchd  a 

Crowd ,  (and  Rude , 

Where  Citt  and  Clown  were  mix'd,  the  Learn'd 
As  fenfelefs  as  the  Ox  with  which  he  ploughM  ? 
Hence  did  our  Mufick ,  and  our  Songs  increale , 
Our  Dance  was  artful ,  noble  was  our  Drefs  ; 
Our  Marps  improved,  and  lofty  Eloquence,  323* 

In  high  ftrong  Lines  convey'd  unufual  Senfe : 
And  pithy  Sentences  /hort  Truth  fore-fliow'd  3 
As  clear  and  ufeful  as  the  Delphian  God . 

The  Men  that  firft  did  ftrive  in  Tragedies , 
When  a  mean  Goat  was  all  the  Conq'rors  Prizes       330 
Brought  Satyrs  naked  in,  or  loofely  drefl:, 
And  though  ftill  grave ,  wou*d  venture  at  a  Jell . 
This  was  the  Bait  to  bribe  the  Crowd  to  ftay , 
When  Drunk  and  Wanton,  and  fit  out  the  Play. 

Yet  Satyrs  fliouM  obferve  this  decent  Rule,  335- 

And  fo  turn  ferious  things  to  Ridicule , 
As  not  to  bring  a  God ,  or  Hero  ,  down  i 
Or  make  a  Ferfon  grac'd  with  Robe  and  Crown  j 
Talk  common  Talk ,  and  fink  Into  a  Clown : 
Or  while  he  doth  afFe6):  a  lofty  height,  34^ 

Fly  up  in  bombafi ,  and  foar  out  of  fight . 

For  Tragedy  too  high  to  fboop  to  Jeft , 
(As  Matrons  dancing  at  a  folemn  Feaft , 

Of 
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Keep  iiecent  Steps)  mil  different  will  appear. 

From  wanton  Satyrs ,  modejily  fevere :  ?4jr 

Yet  bitter  Words^,  and  domineering  Phrafe , 

Is  not  the  thing  that  I  in  Satyrs  praife : 

Nor  wou'd  I  have  the  Difference  drawn  too  far , 

And  free  the  Satyrs  from  the  Tragicks  Care; 

They  muft  not  make  all  Perfi-as  talk  alike,  3^9 

The  City  Vallet y  and  the  Country  Dick; 

The  Chamber-maid  grown  impudently  bold , 

When  flie^has  boVd  the  Lecher  of  his  Gold: 

The  down-right  Farmer ,  and  the  dowdy  Sot , 

Or  elfe  the  brisk  Companion  o'er  his  Pot.  ^SS 

I'll  take  a  Common  Theam ,  and  yet  excel , 

Tho*  any  Man  may  hope  to  write  as  well; 

Yet  let  him  try ,  and  he  {hall  fweat  in  vain , 

Idle  his  Labour ,  fruitlefs  prove  the  Pain  ; 

So  great  the  force  of  Art  and  Method  feems ,  ^^q 

So  much  we  may  improve  the  Common  Theams. 

Be  fure  you  never  make  a  Satyr  fport , 
And  talk,  and  dance,  and  jeft,  as  bred  at  Court; 
But  let  him  fpeak ,  as  if  in  Woods  he  fpoke , 
And  lately  taken  from  his  Mother  Oak :  36J 

Yet  never  make  him  wantonly  Abfurd  , 
Nor  let  him  (lily  drop  one  bavody  Word  ; 
For  all  our  Nobles  hate  fuch  filthy  Wit , 
They  fcorn  to  bear  fuch  Words  ,  the  choice  Delight 
0£fittifh  Tradefmen,  and  the  foolijh  Citt ,  \  57: 

A  Foot,  one  long,  one  Taort,  Iambus  nam'd; 
Of  which  thofe  Meafures ,  thofe  fo  juftly  fam*d  , 
Caird  Trimeter  lambick  Lines  ,  are  fram'd  s 
When  juft  fix  Feet,  and  when  thro'  all  the  Song, 
The  felf  fame  Meafure's  kept,  one  fliort,one  long: 37/ 
This  Foot  to  make  the  Cadence  more  fevere. 
And  with  z graver  touch  falute  the  Ear, 
Receding  fomewhat  from  her  natural  right , 
The  graver  Spndy  Idndly  did  admit , 
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Yet  fo  as  to  forbid  it  to  be  put,  33® 

Or  in  the  fourth ,  or  in  the  fecond  Foot : 

Yet  this  is  feldom  feen  in  the  Sublime , 

High  uiccifis  Verfe,  or  Ennitis  noble  Rhime  :  ^ 

And  yet  in  this  fome  fliow  their  want  of  Skill  > 

And  make  their  Verfes  fcaadaloajly  111 :  S^f 

And  while  their  finnding  Rhimes  tranfgrefs  this  Rule , 

The  wretched  A^w's  hift ,  and  thought  a  Fool . 

It  is  not  ev'ry  Judge  knows  what's  amifs, 
Korne's  too  indulgent  to  her  Sons  in  this ; 
What  then?  Shall  I  be  loofe?  Negleft  my  Rules,    39'J 
In  hopes  to  find  my  Judges  fenfelefs  Fools  ? 
To  beg  an  Alms  which  they  can  chufe  to  grant , 
Shall  I  fubmic  to  voluntary  Want  ? 
Or  rather  think,  that  all  my  Faults  will  fpy,         1 
And  fafe  within  mine  own  Perfe£lIon  lye,  ^395" 

Nor  need  that  Pardon  which  they  can  deny  ?       J 
For  make  the  belt  on* t,  I  avoid  the  Shame, 
I'm  not  difcover'd ,  yet  deferve  no  Fame . 

Read  o'er  the  Greeks  by  Day,  digeft  at  Night, 
For  thofe  are  Standards  ,  and  juft  Rides  of  Wit .      400 

'Tis  true?  as  I  have  heard,  tht  former  times 
Clapt  Flauttts  wanton  and  uneven  Rhimes  s 
With  too  much  Patience  both,  (to  lay  no  more 
And  call  it  folly)  thofe   our  Fathers  bore. 
Some  think  this  harfli,  but  'tis  approv'd  by  you,     4.05" 
Learn'd  Sir,  and  I  am  fure  the  Cenfrre's  true. 
If  you  and  I  know  what  is  juft  and  fit , 
Are  skill' d  in  Cadence  ,  and  difSnguilh  right , 
Between  a  bawdy  Clench  and  a  genteel  Wit  • 

Thefpis,  the  firll  that  did  furprize  the  Age  410 

with  Tragedy ,  ne'er  trod  a  decent  Stage  : 
But  in  a  Waggon  drove  hi^  Plays  about , 
And  fliow'd  mean  antick  Tricks  to  pleafe  the  Rout; 
His  Songs  uneven,  rude  in  ev'ry  Part, 
His  A6torj  fmutted,  and  the  Stage  a  Cart.  41/ 

O  6 
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Next  QyEfchilm  did  greater  Art  exprefs , 
He  built  a  Stage ,  and  taught  them  how  to  drefs ; 
In  decent  Motions  he  his  Parts  convey*d , 
And  made  them  look  as  great,  as  thofe  they  play'd. 

Next  thefe,  Old  Comedy  did  pleafe  the  Age,         ^7.9 
But  foon  their  Liberty  was  turn'd  to  Rage; 
Such  Rage,  as  Civil  Povo'r  was  forc'd  to  tame. 
And  by  good  Lavos  fecure  Mens  injur'd  Fame . 

Thus  was  the  Chorus  loft,  their  railing  Mufe 
Grew  filent,  when  forbidden  to  abufe  .  42  y 

Our  Latin  Poets ,  eager  after  Praife , 
Have  boldly  ventur'd ,  and  deferv'd  the  Bays  : 
They  left  thofe  Paths ,  where  all  the  Greeks  have  gone , 
And  dar'd  to  fliow  fome  Anions  of  their  own: 
And  wou'd  our  Poets  be  inur'd  to  pain  ,  <3.3© 

And  what  they  once  have  form'd,  file  o'er  again  j 
Let  it  lie  by  them ,  and  revife  with  Care, 
^  Our  Rome  would  be  as  fam'd ,  for  Wit  as  War . 

Sirs ,  damn  thofe  Rhimes  that  hafty  Minds  do  give  ; 
E'er  Time  and  Care  have  form'd  them  fit  to  live  >    4.3  j 
Let  many  a  Day ,  and  many  a  Blot  confine , 
And  many  a  Nail  be  parM  o'er  ev'ry  Line. 

Becaufe  Democritm  once  fondly  taught, 
(Who  ever  heard  he  had  one  Sober  Thought?) 
That  naked  Nature  ,   with  a  frantick  Start,  4.40 

Wou'd  Rhime  more  luckily  than  feeble  Art ', 
And  did  allow  none  leave  to  tafte  a  drop 
Of  Helicon ,  unlefs  a  crazy  Fop  : 
Thefoppijh  Humour  nov/  o'er  moft  prevails, 
And  few  will  /have  their  Beards,  or  pair  their  Nailss  44^ 
They  Ihun  Converfe,  and  fly  to  Solitude, 
Seem  frantick  Sots ,  and  are  defign'dly  rude ; 
For  if  they  go  but  nafty ,  if  they  gain 
The  Reputation  of  a  crazy  Brain , 
Streight  Poets  too ,  they  muft  be  thought  by  all ;       4^*0 
Oh  3lockhead  I  that  purge  at  Spring  and  Fall  I 
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)Kor  elfe  perhaps  I  had  been  fam'd  for  Rhimes, 

And  been  the  greateft  Poet  of  the  Times : 

But  I  had  rather  ke:p  that  Scnfe  I  have, 

Than  to  be  thought  a  Poet,  Rhime  and  Rave  :        4-fS 

1*11  play  the  Whetfime,  ufelefs  and  unfit 

To  cut  my  felf ,  Til  Hiarpen  others  Wic , 

Unwriting  I  will  teach  them  how  to  write ; 

What  give^them  Matter,  what  exalts  their  Thoughts, 

And  what  are  Ornaments ,  and  what  are  Faults  ?     460 

Of  Writing  well  thefe  are  the  chiefeft  Springs , 
To  know  the  Nature  ,  and  the  Ufe  of  things : 
Right  judging  Morals  will  the  Subjeft  fhow , 
And  when  the  Subject's  found,  Words  freely  flov/ ; 
He  that  can  tell  what  Care  our  injur'd  Fame ,  ^6s 

And  what  our  Mothers ,  what  our  Sijiers  claim  j 
With  what  degrees  of  Zeal  we  ftiou'd  defend , 
Our  Country i  Fathers,  "Brothers,  or  z  Friend; 
What  fuits  a  Senator's ,  v/hat  a  Judge's  Care , 
What  Soldier's ,  what  a  Leader's  in  the  War  :  470 

Secure  of  Honour  he  may  boldly  write , 
For  he  is  fure  to  draw  the  hn^ge  right. 

'Tis  my  Advice,  let  cv'ry  Painter  place 
The  Life  before  him ,  that  will  hit  the  Face : 
So  let  a  Writer  look  o'er  Men ,  to  fee  475* 

What  various  Thoughts  to  various  Kinds  agrees 
And  thence  the  different  Images  derive , 
And  make  the  fit  Exprellions  f  em  to  live : 
A  Play  exactly  dravon,  tho*  often  rough, 
without  the  Drefs  of  Art  to  fet  it  off,  480 

Takes  People  more,  and  more  Delight  affords, 
Thin  noify  Trifles ,  and  meer  empty  Words . 

The  Mnfes  lov'd  the  Greeks,  and  bleft  with  Senfe, 
They  freely  gave  them  Wit,  and  Eloquences 
In  thofe  they  did  Heroick  Fancies  raife ,  485 

For  they  were  covetous  of  nought  but  Praife  s 
But  as  for  us,  our  Ro-man  Youths  are  bred 
To  Trades^  to  caft  Account ,  to  Write  and  Kead: 

67 
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Come  hither  J  Child,    (fuppofe  'tis  jllbine's  Son)! 
Hold  up  thy  Head  s  take  five  from  forty  one  ,      >49a 
And  what  remains?  jufi  thirty  fix:  well  done.     J 
Addfeven,  what  makes  it  then?  j^ft  forty  eight: 
Ah  thou  muft  be  a  Man  of  an  Eftate  ! 
And  when  this  Care  for  Gain  all  Thoughts  tontrouls , 
When  this  bafe  Ruft  hath  crufted  o'er  their  Souls :   49^ 
Ne'er  think  that  fuch  will  reach  a  noble  Height  j 
Thefe  Clogs  mutt  check,  thefe  Weights  retard  their  flight  • 

Poets  wou* d profit )  or  delight  alone, 
Or  join  both  Profi.t  and  Delight  in  one : 
Let  all  your  Rules  be  fliort,  laid  plainly  down;      j'oo 
That  docil  Minds  may  comprehend  them  foon , 
And  faithful  Memories  retain  with  eafes 
Short  Precepts  profit  much ,  as  well  as  pleafe  : 
For  when  we  fill  the  narrow  Mind  too  full , 
It  runs  again  out  of  the  o'er-charg'd  Soul .  j©j 

Befure  what-ever  pleafant  Tales  you  tell , 
Be  fo  like  Truth ,  that  they  may  ferve  as  well : 
And  do  not  Lamias  eating  Children  feign , 
Then  fliow  them  whole ,  and  make  them  live  again : 
Our  grave  Men  fcorn  the  loofe  and  meer  jocofes      yi* 
Our  Touth  defpiie  the  ftiff  and  the  morofe : 
But  he's  the  Man,  he  with  a  Genius  writes 
That  takes  them  both,  and  profits  and  delights: 
That  in  one  Line  infi;ru£l:s  and  pleafes  all ; 
Thar.  Book  will  eafily  be  fet  to  Sale  ,  5-15 

See  diflant  Countries ,  fpread  the  Aiithor's  Name , 
And  fend  him  down  a  Theam  to  future  Fame . 

Yet  there  are  Faults,  and  Men  may  fometimes  errs 
And  I'll  forgive,  I'll  not  be  too  fevere. 
An  Artiji  always  can't  command  his  Harp ,  jz* 

But  when  he  ftrikes  a  Flat ,  he  hears  a  Sharp : 
The  greateft  Archers  fometimes  mifs  the  Whites ; 
If  numerous  Graces  {hine  in  what  he  writes , 
I'll  not  condemn  tho'  fome  few  Faults  appear , 
Which  common  Frailty  leaves ,  or  want  of  Care ;    /2/ 
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But  If  tho'  warn'd  he  flill  repeats  the  fame , 

Who  can  endure ,  and  who  forbear  to  blame  ? 

Juil  as  that  Fidler  muft  be  call'd  a  Sot , 

That  always  errs  upon  the  felf-fame  Note : 

So  he  that  makes  a  Book  one  copious  Fault,  JJ*. 

As  Cherilus  ,  the  greatell  Dunce  that  ever  wrote , 

In  whom  if  e'er  I  fee  two  Lines  of  Wit , 

I  fmile ,  and  wonder  at  the  lucky  Hit :' 

But  fret  to  find  the  mighty  Homer  dream , 

Forget  himfelf  a-while,  and  loofe  his  The3m:  5" 3^ 

Yet  if  the  Work  be  long ,  Sleep  may  furprize , 

And  a  Ihort  Nod  creep  o'er  the  watchfu|]'il  Eyes . 

Poems  like  Figures,  fbme  when  near  Delight, 
At  Diftmce  Ibme,  fome  ask  the  cleareO:  Lights 
And  fome  the  Shade  :  fome  Pictures  pieafe  when  new>y40 
And  fome  when  old :  fome  bear  a  tranfient  View  s 
Some  bid  the  Men  of  Skill  feverely  pry , 
Some  pieafe  but  once ,  fome  always  pieafe  the  Eye  • 

But  you ,  dear  Sir,  tho'  you  your  felf  are  wife,! 
Tho'  by  your  Father's  Care,  and  kind  Advice,    V^T 
Secure  from  Faults ,  yet  pray  believe  me  this ;     J 
In  other  things  a  Mean  may  be  allow'd  , 
Not  Hcfi  may  ftill  be  tolerable  good  ; 
A  Common  Lawyer ,  though  he  cannot  plead 
Like  fmooth  Meffala ,  nor's  fo  deeply  read  5^0 

As  learn' d  CaJJe/ins ,  yet  the  Man  may  pieafe , 
Yet  he  may  be  in  vogue ,  and  get  his  Fees : 
But  now  the  Laws  of  God  and  Man  deny 
A  middle  State  ,  and  Mean  in  Poetry  , 
For  as  at  Treats  ,  or  as  at  noble  Feafts ,  y /j 

Bad  Perfumes ,  and  bad  Songs  difpleafe  the  Guefts  s 
Becaufe  the  Feaft  did  not  depend  on  thefes 
So  Poetry ,  a  thing  defign'd  to  pieafe , 
I    Compos' d  for  mere  Delight,  muft  needs  be  IHlI 
:     Or  very  good ,  or  fcandaloufly  ill .  560 

'         He  that's  unskilful  will  not  tofs  a  Eall , 
Nor  run  >  nor  wreftle ,  for  he  fears  the  Fall  -, 


•528        ART  OF  POETRY. 

He  juftly  fears  to  meet  defervM  Difgrace , 

And  that  the  Ring  will  hifs  the  baffled  Afs ; 

But  ev'ry  one  can  Rhime ,  he's  fit  for  that  s  565 

Why  not  ?  I*m  fure  he  hath  a  good  Eftate , 

And  that  may  give  him  juft  Pretence  to  write  > 

It  makes  a  Poet ,  as  it  dubs  a  Knight, 

But  you ,  Sir ,  know  your  felf ,  will  wifely  chufe , 
And  Jftill  confult  the  Genitts  of  your  Mufes  syo 

And  yet  when-e*er  you  write ,  let  ev*ry  Line 
Pafs  thro'  your  Fathers,  Mecca's  Ears,  or  mii^e: 
Keep  it  long  by  you ,  and  improve  it  ftill , 
For  then  you  may  corre6t  what-e'er  you  will : 
But  nought  can  be  recalPd  when  once  'tis  gone,     575: 
It  grows  the  Publick's,  'tis  no  more  your  own. 

Fame  fays ,  infpired  Orpheus  firft  began 
To  fmg  God's  Laws ,  and  make  'em  known  to  Man  s 
Their  Fiercencfs  fbften'd  Ihow'd  them  wholefome  Food, 
And  frighted  all  from  lawlefs  Luft  and  Bloods        580 
And  therefore  Fame  hath  told,  his  charming  Lute 
Could  tame  a  Lion,  and  corre£t  a  Brute. 
Amphion  too ,  (as  Story  goes)  cou'd  call 
Obedient  Stones  to  make  the  Theban  Wall ; 
He  led  them  as  he  pleas'd  ,  the  Rocks  obey'd ,       j-Sjr 
And  danc'd  in  order  to  t'^e  Tunes  he  play'd : 
'Twas  then  the  Work  of  Verfe  to  make  Men  wife , 
To  lead  to  Virtue ,  and  to  fright  from  Vice  : 
To  make  the  Savage  ,  pious ,  kind  and  juft; 
To  curb  wild  Rage,  and  bind  unlawful  Luft;  5^0 

To  build  Societies ,  and  Force  confine , 
This  was  the  noble ,  this  the  firft  Defigri : 
This  was  their  Aim,  for  this  they  tun'd  their  Lute, 
And  hence  the  Poets  got  their  firft  Repute . 
Next  Homer  and  Tyrtens  did  boldly  dare  3^$ 

To  whet  brave  Minds ,  and  lead  the  Stout  to  War : 
In  Ver^e  their  Grades  the  Gods  did  give , 
lii  Vir^Q  we  were  inftru<^ed  how  to  live :  , 
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f^erfe  recommends  us  to  the  Ears  of  Kings  , 
And  eafeth  Minds  when  clog'd  with  ferious  things  i  600 
And  therefore ,  Sir ,  Verfe  may  deferve  your  care , 
Which  Gods  infpire ,  and  Kings  delight  to  hear  . 

Now  fome  Difpute  to  which  the  greateft  part 
A  Poem  owes ,  to  Nature ,  or  to  Art  3 
But  faith,  to  fpeak  my  Thoughts,  I  hardly  know,6o5 
What  Witlefs  At ,  or  Artlefs  Wit  can  do : 
Each  by  it  felf  is  vain  I'm  lure,  but  join'd 
Their  force  is  ftrong,  each  proves  the  others  Friend. 

The  Man  that  is  refolv'd  the  Priz-e  to  gain , 
Doth  often  run,  and  take  a  world  of  pain  j  610 

Bear  Heat  and  Cold,  his  growing  Strength  improve. 
Nor  tafte  the  Joys  of  Wine,  nor  Sweets  of  Love? 
The  good  Mufiuan  too  that's  fam'd  for  Song, 
Hath  con'd  his  Tune,  and  fear'd  his  Mailer  long: 
But  among  Voets  'tis  enough  to  fay,  ^ly 

Faith  I  can  write  an  admirable  Flay , 
Fox  take  the  hindmofi ,  /  am  foremoft  fiill , 
And  tho*  'tis  great,  conceal  hu  wait  of  Mill* 

As  Tradefmen  call  in  Folks  to  buy  their  Ware , 
Good  Fennyrvorths  y  the  befi  in  all  the  Fair  ^  610 

So  wealthy  Poets ,  when  they  read  their  Plays , 
Get  Flatterers  in  3  for  they  are  pai4  for  Praife : 
And  faith  a  Man  that  has  a  good  Eftate , 
That  can  oblige  a  Friend  ,  and  nobly  Treat , 
Be  Surety  for  the  Foor ,  his  Ciufe  defend ,  62 j 

Shall  never  know  a  Flatterer  from  a  Friend : 
If  you  have  been,  or  promis'd  to  be  kind 
To  any  one,  while  Joy  perverts  his  Mind, 
Ask  not  his  Judgment ,  for  he'll  ftrelght  corifent , 
And  cry  'tis  good,  'tis  rare,  'tis  Excellent;  ^30 

Grow  pale,  and  v/eep,  and  ftamp  at  ev'ry  Line, 
Oh  Lord!  'tis  more  than  Man,  'tis  all  Divine  I 

As  Hired  Mourners  at  the  Grave  will  howl, 
Much  more  than  thofe  that  grieve  with  all  th^ir  Soul, 
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Thus  Friends  appear  lefs  mov*d  than  Counterfeits  ^    63^ 
And  Flatterers  out-do ,  and  fiiow  their  Cheats : 
Kings  (thus  fays  Story)  that  of  old  defignM 
To  raife  a  Fav*rite  to  a  "Bofom  Friends 
Did  ply  him  hard  with  Wine ,  unmask'd  his  Thoughts, 
And  faw  him  Naked  ,  and  with  all  his  Faults  :         640 
So  when  you  write ,  take  heed  what  Friend  you  have  > 
And  fear  the  Smiles  of  a  defigning  Knave . 
Let  good  §^tintiliHS  all  your  Lines  revife , 
And  he  will  freely  fay ,  Mend  this  and  this ', 
Sir,  I  have  often  try* d,  and  try" d  again ,  ^^S 

Tm  fure  I  can't  do  better ,  '^w  in  vain  : 
Then  blot  out  ev'ry  Word ,  or  try  once  more , 
And  file  thefe  ill-turnM  Verfes  o'er  and  o*er : 
But  if  you  feem  in  Love  with  your  own  Thought, 
More  eager  to  defend ,  than  mend  ,  your  Fault ,      6s^ 
He  fays  no  more,  but  lets  the  Fop  go  on  , 
And  Rival-free  admire  his  lovely  own . 
An  honeft  Judge  will  blame  each  idle  Line , 
And  tell  you ,  you  muft  make  the  Cloudy  Shine  s 
Show  you  what  Words  are  harlh  ,  blot  out  the  roughj^/y 
And  cut  the  ufelefs  gawdy  Painting  off: 
Look  thro'  your  Faults  with  an  impartial  Eye , 
And  tell  you  what  you  muft  corrcft ,  and  why : 
Critique  indeed  ,  nor  fay ,  jhall  I  difpleafe 
My  honefi  Friend  for  fetch  fmall  Toys  as  thefe  ?  660 

Thefe  Toys  will  once  to  ferious  Mifchiefs  fall, 
When  he  is  laught  at,  when  he's  jeer'd  by  all : 
For  more  than  Mad  or  Poxt ,  Men  hate  the  Dull , 
And  fwiftly  fly  the  fenfelcfs  Rhiming  Fool , 
And  fear  to  touch  hims  Men  of  Senfe  retire,  66 f 

The  Boys  abufe ,  and  only  Fools  admire : 
Suppofe  he ,  fir'd  with  his  Poetick  flame , 
Juft  as  a  Fowler  eager  on  his  Game , 
Doth  fall  into  a  Pit ,  and  bawls  aloud , 
And  calls  for  Pity  to  the  laughing  Crowd ;  6y(9 
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He  may  bawl  on ,  for  all  will  ftand  and  flout , 

And  not  one  lend  an  hand  to  help  him  out  s 

But  yet  if  any  fliould ',  v.^hat ,  was't  Defign , 

Or  elfe  meer  Chance ,  pray  Sir ,  that  threw  him  in  ? 

I'll  tell  my  Reafons ,  and  in  fliort  relate  6j$ 

A  poor  Sicilian  Poet's  wretched  Fate : 

Empedocles  muft  needs  be  thought  a  God , 

And  therefore  in  a  melancholly  Mood , 

Leap'd  into  o^tna's  Flames :  let  Poets  have 

The  Privilege  to  hang ,  and  none  to  fave ;  62q 

For  'tis  no  greater  Cruelty  to  kill , 

Than  'tis  to  fave  a  Man  ,  againft  his  Will : 

Nor  was  it  Chance  the  heedlefs  Fool  betray'd, 

Nor  the  llrange  Efforts  of  a  craz.y  Head : 

For  draw  him  out,  reftore  his  Life  again,  685 

He  would  not  be  content  to  be  a  Man , 

He  would  be  eager  to  be  thought  Divine  , 

And  gladly  burn ,  in  Hopes  to  gain  a  Shrine : 

Now  'tis  not  known  for  what  Notorious  Crime  , 

Theie  brainlefs  Fellows  are  condemned  to  Rhime  j  ^90 

Whether  they  pifs'd  upon  their  Father's  Grave, 

Or  robb'd  a  Shrine;  'tis  certain  that  they  rave; 

And  like  wild  Bears  if  once  they  break  their  Den  > 

And  can  get  loofe ,  worry  all  forts  of  Men ; 

Their  killing  Rhymes  they  harb'ronfly  obtrude,         6^S 

And  make  all  fly ,  the  Learn'd ,  as  well  as  Rude : 

But  then  to  thofe  they  feize ,  they  fl:ill  rehearfe , 

And  murder  the  poor  Wretches  with  their  Verfe; 

They  Rhime  and  Kill ,  a  curfed  murd'ring  Brood  > 

Like  Leeches,  fucking  Hill,  'till  full  of  Blood  .         70s 
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